


2 CENTENNIAL FUN 

How He Got His Bride. 

On the authority of the Pittsburg Leaierwe 
learn that Jacob Biivens is ayoung man who once 
live ! in Allegheny ; he was desperatoly in love with 
Amelia S-, and Amelia was said to fully re¬ 
ciprocate the youth's attachment. 

Jacob thought it was time to broach the sub¬ 
ject to Amelia’s father, who was unaware that 
Bhven’a uncle had died t«o weeks before, leaving 
Jake a handsome legacy. 

The young man, with Amelia on his arm, came 
into the awful presence of the father. 

“ Good-evening, Mr. S-said Biivens, hesi¬ 
tatingly, while Amelia grew scarlet. 

“Eil” exclaimed the old gentleman,1 oking 
up, and his prophetic soul telling him what was 
coming. 

“What’s this?” 
“ Why, Amelia and me-” 
“Amelial” interrupted the old man. “ Ry 

dad! how the young dogs do get familiar on 
short acquaintance. It was Miss Amelia a week 
ago.” 

“ Yes, sir ; but things hev changed since last 
week,” saul Biivens, boldly, “an’ we’ve come to 
ask your consent-” 

“Diabolical wretch--” 
Amelia here commenced her part by stopping 

lie old man’s mouth wi th a kiss. 
“Your consent,” continued Biivens, taking 

Ameiaby the hand, and kneeling at the “stern 
parient’a” feet, “ to be joined in thobondeof-” 

“Pernicious caitiff! Out of my house!” cried 
Mr. S-, wildly. “D’ye think my daughter 
shall marry a beggar?” 

“Ob, just hold up a minute; you git mad so 
easy that nobody can tell you nothin’,” said poor 
Blivons. “My uncle died-” 

“And what the deuce did he die for?” said 
Mr. S-. 

“I didn’t ask him, sir; but bein’ aa he is dead 
and Amelia loves me, and-” 

“Mendacious parvenu 1 Do you love this vil¬ 
lain, Amelia?” 

“Yes, papa,” replied tho fair Amelia, blush- 
ingly. 

“I’ll disown you for it,” said Mr. S-. 
cxpoctod greater things of you.” 

“Well, as I wes saying,” Biivens went on, 
“she loves me an’I love her, an’we both love 
each other, an’ wo want your consent.” 

This was very bold iu Biivens, and tho old man 
didn’t answer. Amelia looked hopefully at her 
J-.k', and Jake looked anxiously at Amelia’s 
papa. 

“And if you did marry her, what have you got 
in the way of furniture?” at length said Mr. 
Smith ; “a Piccadilly collar and a boiled shirt, I 
suppose?” 

“No, sir; I’ve got eight Piccadillys and five 
fchir;s,” replied Jacob, after a moment’s hesita- 
jon, “besides ton thousand dollars that my 
nncle loft me, and-” 

“ What! my dear Jacob! Why, my dear boy, 
bless your heart, why tho dcuco didn’t you say so 
before?” criod the old man, shaking Biivens by 
the ban 

“Here, Amelia; take her, young mac, and 
may heaven bless you both !” 

It is reported that Mr. Smith has asked his 
son-in-law for a loan of niue thousand dollars, 
and that Jako has refused, and taken his wife to 
New York, where he intends to be free from 
father-in-lawism. 

Joe’s Heavy Catch. 

The stream that Daniel Webster so well loved 
was famous for trout, and he was famous for 
catching them. 0 ten he would sit for hours on 
a moss-covered stone in a retired nook, his line 
dangling in and above the water, but never a 
bite; and if thero had been, the fish was safe, 

for be was ontirely unconscious of all around and 
about him. 

One warm and Bultry morning in July, while 
thui absorbed, ho was aroused by hearing over 
the stream : 

“ Hullo, there! hullo, I say 1 How are ye ? 
Nice morning this! Got any fish? Have any 
bites? How d’ye get over there? I’ve been 
fishing two hours—nary bite. I see you have 
long boots on; what’ll you take to carry me 
over? Don’t want to get my feet wet. I’ll pay 
you well. What’ll you take?” 

Here he paused long enough for Mr. Webster, 
who had all this time been surveying the speaker, 
a slight-built, dandified youth, to ask: 

“What will you give?” 
“ Well, a quarter. That’s ’nougb, ain’t it ?” 
“ Well, yes ; I suppose it is.” 
So, quietly laying down his rod, he took his 

way to our Boston boy, Joe D., who, by-thc-way, 
was as good a fellow as ever eold tape; he was 
now on a Ihreo days’ furlough, and bound to 
crowd all the fishing, sea-bathing, and sight¬ 
seeing seasons into the allotted three days’ time, 
and one was rapidly passing away. 

Mr. Webster seated himself on tho bank, 
Joe mounted his shoulders, and, like Caesar, 
whom Cassius from the raging Tiber bore, so Joe, 
upon the god-like shoulders, safely crossed the 
stream. The quarter quickly changed hands. 
Mr. Webster quietly settled into bis accustomed 
seat, while Joe, on further pleasure bent, hast¬ 
ened up the stream. 

Tired and hungry, he returned rather late for 
dinner, and passed into the dining-hall, where 
the guests were engaged in tbe last act of the 
drama. 

Our Bostonian, however, fell to with an appe¬ 
tite sharpened by his morning exerc.se, and with 
a full determination to make up with speed wdiat 
he had lost in time. So intent upon his own 
affairs was he that he took no notice of those 
around tho table, until some ono requested Mr. 
Webster to relate his morning adventuros. 

Joe looked up, and following with his own the 
direction of a l other eyes, he beheld his morning 
-Eneas. Turning to his nearest neighbor, he 
asked: 

“ Who is that?” 
“That! why, that’s Daniel Webster.” 
He found no further use for bis knife and fork, 

and was silently leaving the table, when Mr. 
Webster now recognized him. With a look or a 
nod (Joe could never tell which), he detained him 
and requested him to take wine. 

Joe took the wine with a trembling hand, and, 
with a look of earnest entreaty, begged Mr. 
Webster not to relate the circumstance which 
occurred in the morning. 

Mr. Webster replied : 
“ You should not be ashamed of tho adventure, 

since there is no young man in the country, how¬ 
ever lofty his aspirations, that will be likely to 
attain the position you this morning occupied.” 

Joe left tho table and the bouse, and on the 
first train left town, satisfied he had done enough 
for one season. 

In the evening Mr. Webster related the whole 
affair to tho assembled guests, and this day Joe 
enjoys the sobriquet of “Dan.” 

friends told the wife, probably. At any rate, 
when he next went to take his evening walk, do 
odc accompanied him to the door, and no sweet 
voice said, “ Don’t stay long.” Ho did not enjoy 
himself aDd didn’t know why. His noctural cro¬ 
nies thought him stupid, voted him a bore, and 
shook him as soon as possible. 

He went home wondering what v as tho matter, 
and when he reached tho door he thought he had 
not had his regular eoDg and dance. Tbe next 
time he looked for it and it did not come, nor the 
next nor the next. There was no use in going 
out, for ho could not enjoy himself now. Then 
he got mad and jealous and stormy, and finally 
he had an understanding of tbo misunderstand¬ 
ing with bis wife. But she firmly refused to call 
the objectionable song and dance, and he as 
firmly refuses to go out any more of evenings. 
And now both are perfectly happy. 

How He Wound His Watch. 

The Virginia City (Nevada) Enterprise relates 
the following : 

“A day or two since, Mr. Shaw, timekeeper of 
tho Consolidated Virginia Mine, found a watch 
lying in tbe snow, where it had evidently been^ 
dropped by some one working in or about tho 
mine. Mr. Shaw wrote a notice to that effect, 
posting it by (be side of the wiudow to which the 
men came to give in their names wheu going on 
or coming off their shifts. 

“ Several men called and described what was, 
according to their ideas, a valuable watch, nearly 
all making it gold, with a fino chain of tho same 
metal. Some set a number of beautiful pieces of 
gold quarlz into the links of the chain. At last 
a little Frenchman came to tho window and said: 

“ 1 You find von vatcb, Mistair Shaw?’ 
‘‘‘Yes, sir,’ Baid Shaw. ‘Have you lost a 

watch ?’ 
“ ‘ Yes, sare, me have lose me von vatcb.’ 
“ ‘ Can you describe it?’ 
“‘Oh, yes, sare ; me can descripe him ver 

perfec’ly.’ 
“ * Well, what was it like?’ 
“ ‘ My vatcb he vas a silver vatcb.’ 
“‘Yerygood. What kind of cases?’ 
“ ‘Veil, he have he’s face wido open.’ 
“ ‘What kind of chain?’ 
“ ‘One leetle brass shain.’ 
“ ‘ What kind of key was on tho chain?’ 
“Veil, no key be on ze sbain. He have no key 

at all. I wind him by ze tail.’ 
“The watch was a stem-winder, and the 

Frenchman had given a perfect description of it, 
even down to ‘ze tail.’” 

Praying Under a Disadvantage. 

Don’t Stay Long. 

A Keokuk man we road of was married to a 
pretty woman, and had not been long married 
either, and still he was not happy. There was 
one little domestic drawback. Whenever he 
started to go down-town of an evening, his 
wife parted with him at the door with, “Don’t 
stay long.” 

It got to he a song and dance with him. He 
didn't like it, and at Christmas told some of his 
friends of his distressing family trouble. The 

An enthusiastic old gentleman, well known as 
a traveling evangelist, wandered out into th© 
purlieus of tho city of Keokuk recently, and 
struck an unregenerated family who didn’t seem 
to know what prayer meant. 

There was a tall, gaunt old lady and several 
children, and our evangelist, horrified to see so 
much heathenism in a Christian community, in¬ 
vited them to join him, and he would show them 
what prayer was, and dropping down on his 
knees, commenced an earnest supplication. 

Now, there was an unregenerate dog in that 
family, also, and before the first sentence ei tbe 
prayer was completed, the fangs of the canine 
were fastened in that portion of the old gentle, 
man’s raiment which ho sits down upoD. 

Tho family had remained standing, and the old 
lady, observing the dog’s action, shouted out: 

“Go on with the prayer, ole feller. I’Jl attend 
to the dog!” 

And she seemed very much disappointed to 
think that the “ ole feller” couldn’t pray and be a 
bone for a dog at the same time. 
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Tiie Christmas Roast Baby. 
Br “ Derrick Dodd.’’ 

Khisebeck Stevedore, the miser, the cap¬ 
italist, the stock-broker, the hard-hearted old 
hunks generally, sat moodily glowering at the 
coal fire that crackled in the grate of his musty 
old room on Commercial Street. 

It was Christmas Eve, and outside the snow 
lay piled in dense masses on the roofs, and 
heaped up breast-high on each side of the rail¬ 
road track on Kearney Street. 

[As a matter of fact, there is never any snow 
in California, but the intelligent reader will un¬ 
derstand that this story was written to order, 
and if there is anything these chuckle-headed 
editors insist upon having lugeed into a Christ¬ 
mas story, it is plenty of snow and suffering, 
and sleet, and plum-pudding,and penitence and 
thiogs, and so there is nothing else to be done, 
you see. D. D.] 

The snow, as we say, covered everything, 
and lay in immense drifts at the crossroads and 
against the fences 5 that is to say, out in ihe 
country it did (not that this story has anything 
to do with the country, hut it is well to get in 
all the tacts), and everything was desolate and 
Wintry. To the rich, warmly-clad and bounti¬ 
fully fed, It suggested only royal Christmas 
cheer and exhilarating sleigh-rides, but to the 
skulking beggar, the homeless wanderer, as lie 
shivered by under his rags, to the man who 
bought mahogany at 64, the bitter weather 
seemed but the worst of the cruel whips by 
which poverty is scourged naked among the 
haunts ot mankind. 

What did it all matter to old Stevedore ? 
Was not himself housed and fed ? What did he 
care—as he sat in his cozy chair and thought 
of ills stocks and his dollars—for the hapless 
wretches the merciless wind slung and blus¬ 
tered at on the frozen streets? and the wind 
did bluster that night, and it seemed to old 
Stevedore to whistle at him now and ihen 
through the keyhole, as though to signal him 
to come out, and, as a congenial spirit to enjoy 
the misery of some more than usually sensitive 
victim of its cruel fun. Then it would suddenly 
stop prying and rattling at the windows, and 
in imagination he could see it rush furiously up 
Commercial, then along Kearny, down Mont¬ 
gomery, right resting on Leidesdorff, and then 
up Commercial again, until suddenly it came 
hack at the window with a bounce and a hang, 
as if impatient at his delay. 

[It may be as well to state here, to the re¬ 
markably intelligent reader, that this was one 
of those peculiar four-cornered winds, used ex¬ 
clusively* by the late Mr. Dickens in all his 
Christmas stories, and from whose executors 
the sole right to produce the same on this coast, 
has been obtained.] 

OrtTStevedore kept h:s eyes upon the fire, or 
rather upon a fragment of paper ashes, he saw 
gradually turning to nothing in the red glow. 
It was the ashes of a note lrom his niece he 
had received that evening, and which he had 
read and then burnt, with a savage chuckle, as 
he had burnt many a one before. 

As he gazed at the crumbling ashes he shook 
his head and rubbed ids eyes. Could it be, 
really, that the black-crumpled mass had 
spread itself out on the coals and the writing 
was slowly coming back and growing legible in 
letters of fire ? Yes, it was really so, and the 
old man read over again, in glowing lines, the 
note he had just destroyed: 

“ Dear Ukcle : Why ! oh, why ! do you not 
come to our aid ? We have not had a penny in 
the house tor two weeks. We are ut'erlyd estl- 
tute. Everything is gone, and when little 
Rhinebeck is got to sleep the pawn-shop man 
will come for the cradle. It is all we have left. 
You have millions, while we have nothing. 
Repent, I beg of you, uncle, and send us half 
of your fortune by the bearer. I inclose 
market basket. They all do it in the other 
Christmas stories. Your hungrily 

“ Emellve.’’ 
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A TIl’-TOl’ IDEA. 

Clerk.—'■’•Allfull, sir ; no room—not an inch." 
Visitor (desperately).—"My dear sir, can I induce you to let mo 

have the top of the lightning-rod for to-night." 

“ Do,” said the sprite. 
“I say no!’’ rejoined the old gentleman, fiercely ; “and 

what is more, I don’t propose to be bullied by an absurd 
infant’s toy edition of Mephistopheles, either.” 

“ You are evidently not aware,” replied the imp, “ (hat you 
are addressing a member of the lairies’ Senate.’’ 

“ Indeed P said the old man, with great contempt. 
“Yes,’’ continued the imp, “I am Senator Coal.” 
“Don’t bother me,’- said Stevedore, crossly ; “I want to go 

to sleep.*1 
“I am afraid,” said the fairy Senator—“I am afraid I shall 

have to take you a little ride.” 
“Oh, indeed!” said S., sneeringly; “I hope you won’t use 

the shovel as your carriage f’ 
“The only thing is that I l ate to leave the fire,” said the 

imp, reflectively. 11 However, 1 can ride on your nose,” he 
exclaimed ; “ it belts just like a coal of itself.’’ 

Old Stevedore wis per.eelly furious at this, but before he 
could lift u.) t ie poker tin little red demon had sprung astride 
of his no3j, and in a twinkling they were flying through the 
frosty air over the housetops and the busy streets. Stevedore 
could look d nvn upon the jostling groups around the glittering 
shopwlu low3. He could see the liappy faces of the little ones 
as they came out of the stores laden with toys and bon-bons, 
and could even mirk the smile on the face of ibe little boy 
who staggered along home carrying aChiistmas tree big enough 
for a ptcuic to lunch under. 

At last they came to a poor and shabby part of the town, 
and they floated down until they stopped at the windowod, 
one of the pooreit ant shabbiest tenement bouses in an old 
rickety row. It was the home of the Jitters. 

“Not here! oh, not here 1” exclaimld the cld man, piteously. 
But tne imp waved his crimson little arm imperatively, the 
wall opened, and they glided into the room. 

At a rickety table in the centre ot the room sat a middle- 
aged man, poring over some drawings. There were only 
two chairs in the room, and on the floor and ranged at 
regular intervals round the walls were twenty-one children 

between two and six years of age ; in fact, the entire Jitters 
family wras there, with the exception of Kliincbeck, the old 
man’s namesake. 

The latter looked around for the missing child, for if there 
was one member of the Jitters family lie did not absolutely 1 ate 
it was “little Ithlney.’’ In fact, the old miser bad once given 
him an apple he found in the street. 

Two more mere infants were held in the arms of Mrs. 

The singular reappearance of tie writing rather staggered 
the old gentleman at first. He tried lo dismiss the whole 
matter as an optical delusion. He attempted to demolish the 
phenoineua with the poker. It was useless, however, and as 
lie gazed, the fire became a picture-gallery, through which 
glided many a scene he had striven hard to forget. 

He could see the tender, trusting face of his beautiful orphan 
niece, as band-in-hand they stepped irom the steamship 
nearly seventeen years ago, the day they had arrived in 
the Golden City, poor and unfriended, to seek their fortunes 
together. He could see the bright fireside and loving wel¬ 
come she gave at the end of every day of the long years of 
patient toil through which he had built up his fortune. He 
could see rehearsed the thousand little pleasant actions the 
affectionate caresses that brightened ids otherwise cheerless 
life in the happy old times; and as lie gazed at the magic 
embers that wrought these suggessive changes, his brow 
gradually darkened, for the glowing panorama came at last 
to the ominous day when ids niece told him, with faltering 
accents, that she had promised to marry “ that sap-head Jim 
Jitters,’’as the old man always called him. 

Old Stevedore could trace again the furious scene that 
ensued, how he reproached her with her ingratitude, how 
he pointed out the splendid match he had himself arranged 
for her—a man who had just been elected Supervisor, and who,- 
in a few months, would be rolling in wealth ; bow she stood firm 
amid it all, aud how, at last, goaded to fury, he thrust her out 
into the street on just such a bitter Christmas Eve night as 
this ten years ago, aud let her valise and sword-handled 
parasol down out ofher window to her by a siring. 

All these things slowly appeared in the fire and faded as 
slowly out, and last of all a queer little red manikin emerged 
suddenly from the coals of which he seemed a part, and 
perched himself on the top bar of the grate, crossed his little 
red legs, and gazed at the astonished old gentleman with an 
expression that was very remarkable, indeed. 

“ Are you going to do anythiug for Jitters, by-thc-wav V 
said the Imp to Stevedore, in an ofl-hand and familiar sort of 
manner. 

“ No, I am not," said the old man, with a scowl. 
“ What! not now ?” said the red one, with apparent surprise. 
“No, not now—nor ever !” said Stevedore, emphatically. 

In going to the Centennial Exhibition, provide a seat by herself for your mother- 
in-law, where that good lady can have an uninterrupted view of the prospect. 
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The provisions being exhausted the first day of the Centennial Exhibition, the hotelkeepers provide themselves with a new kind of game they 
will serve as a substitute for rabbits. 

Jitters. As these last were that moment at 
lunch, so to spetk, they were necessarily 
crossed in the maternal arms In the shape ot 
an X. As the maternal head was, for its part, 
decorated with a red flannel 
cap, the whole made a very 
striking design for a tendollar- 
note, as Jitters frequently ob¬ 
served. 

Jitters considered it his duty 
to bear up under misfortunes, 
and so make as light of them 
as possible. Only the night 
before he had gotten up and 
eaten the last pie in the house, 
just to see how amused the 
dear children would be when 
they heard of it. 

The demon waved his hand 
once more, and Stevedore stood 
before the hollow-eyed group 
with a suddenness that made 
Jitters and ids niece start. The 
children for the moment were 
overjoyed, for tlmy thought it 
must be Krlskringie himself 
that had slid down the chim¬ 
ney ; but when they saw it 
was only cross old Uncle 
Rhinebeck, they only sighed 
and looked hungry again. 

“ t knew you would come, 
uncle,” said Mrs. Jitters, burst¬ 
ing into tears with joy. “I 
knew you would come ; I was 
just stying to Jim that there 
was a double wick in the 
candle, which was a good omen, 
and that I knew uucle would 
walk in in n tew minutes with 
a bag of trade dollars under 
each arm. and a diamond 
locket for the twins to cut their 
teeth on.” 

“I haven't come,’’growled 
Stevedore—“ at, least I didn’t 
mean to. It was this-’’ and 
he looked round for the little 

imp, but that official had temporarily dis¬ 
appeared. 

“At least you will help me in my new enter¬ 
prise,” said Jiiters, dragging the old gentleman 

to the table, and pointing to the plans and 
drawings that covered it. “I have just pro¬ 
jected the most dazzling and tremendous enter¬ 
prise ever seen on this coast. All my own idea. 

too. It is to be organized 
under the title of‘The Jitters’ 
Towel Fringe Chewing Co.’ 
The idea is to utilize the cheap 
Chinese labor, and Instead ot 
putting the irinue on towels 
in the old expensive manner, 
you simply dip the ends in 
syrup and have the Chinese 
chew the fringes on them six 
thick, at a net cost of three- 
eights ot a cent per towel. 
The profit is simply colossal! 
Let me see — two hundred 
Chinamen at two bits a day 
is-” 

“ I don’t want to 
another word about your cld 
humbug of a company ! Let 
me go !” shouted old Stevedore, 
in a fury. “ I hate and curse 
you and your whole brood! 
Let me go, I say !’’ 

There was something omin¬ 
ous and horrible in Jitters 
pale face and hollow eyes as 
he looked at the old man, 
and now said, slowly and 
intensely: 

“If nothing will move your 
stony heart, you unnatural old 
wretch, if not' even being 
written into a Christmas story, 
at a great expense, wdll thaw 
your miserly blood and stingy 
soul, and force you to do the 
correct thing, then—then you 
must stay to dinner /’’ 

There was something so 
dreadful, so sinister in the 
deliberate and unnatural 
manner in which Jitters said 
this that the old gentleman 
began to feel very shaky and 

OX THE WELL, WE WON’T SAY WHAT- LINE TO THE CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION. 

Ou> Gent.—“ Well, George, what sort of a journey have you had?” 
Geo hoe. “ Oh, very quiet; only off the line twice,and ran into three baggage trains.” 



CEETEEXTA T FUST. 7 

> 

nervous indeed, and he did not feel any the 
less so when the littJe red fairy, who had turned 
up again stood on his shoulder and whispered 
into ms ear: 

“ Stay to dinner, stay to dinner,” and the 
sprite rubbed his hands and chuckled as 
though It were a very funny idea, indeed. 

And just then the door opened, and in came 
Mrs. Jitters, hearing an immense covered dish, 
•which she placed upon the table. 

“ So you do really Itave dinner in spite of all 
your sham poverty?’’ said Stevedore, trying 
desperately to sneer away the peculiar sensa¬ 
tion that was creeping over him —“and roast 
pig, too !'* 

“Come to dinner,” said Jitters, in a sepul¬ 
chral voice. 

“Come to dinner,” piped the imp in his ear, 
and with Mr. Jitiers pulling him by one arm, 
Mrs. Jitters pulling him by the other, and the 
imp chuckling and capering on his shoulder, 
Stevedore approached the table. 

With a terrible shriek he started back. 
Merciful heavens ! What did lie behold ? In¬ 
stead of a fat roast pig, his namesake, Utile 
Rhinebeck Jitters, lay in the dish, brown and 
steaming, done to a turn, with the crackling 
on, and a lemon in his mouth. 

The iron heart of the old miser stood still 
with the shock, and his blood fairly froze with 
horror as he caught sight of the pinched, wolf- 
ishly-eager luces of the rest of the children as 
they crowded around the table, their eyes 
starting from their heads with ravenous anti¬ 
cipation. 

“ Give your uncle a hot plate.” said Mr. Jit¬ 
ters, in the same terrible voice. ‘‘Let me help 
you to a liver arm,” he continued. 

“Help! help!” screamed the palsied old 
man. “Let me go! Mercy! Spare me! I 
repent! I will do anything—let me go, I say !” 
And with an agonizing shriek and a desperate 
effort the frantic old miser thrust away the 
proffered morsel and—woke up ! 

Yes, it had a'l been a horrible dream—an 
unearthly nightmare. And dropping the poker 
—one end of which, resting In the fire, was 
gradually making the whole red-hot—the ex¬ 
hausted dreamer sat up in his chair, and wiped 
the great beads of perspiration from his brow. 

The next morning — the beautiful, happy 
peaceful Christmas morning—came at last. 
Did Nature know the day by instinct ? Was it 
possible that all the universe paused to rever¬ 
ently celebrate the eventful day ? It seemed 
so, at least, for the sun shone joyously, the air 
had grown warmer, and instead of the rude 
rattle of the wind, nothing could be heard save 
the sweet, mellow sound of the church bells 
upon the morning air. 

And look ! The door of old Rhinebeck Steve¬ 
dore’s lodgings opened, and out came the old 
man himself. But his Iriends hardly knew him 
ttm? lor ttie same person. For the first time in 
ten years a happy, contented smile sat upon his 
stern old face. And his costume. Instead of 
the musty old snuff-colored surtout and pea- 
green overalls of yesterday, he had donned the 
dear old-time holiday suit of gray small-clothes 
and stockings, slashed doublet ami red-heeled 
shoes with big silver buckles. 

[I have no very clear idea as to what a sur¬ 
tout is exactly, nor overalls, either, tor that 
matter, and the singularly intelligent reader 
may remark that the last-mentioned attire has 
not been in vogue for two or three centuries 
past, but as it is probable (his story will be 
translated into many different languages, and 
profusely illustrated each time, it is well to have 
the costumes as picturesque as possible. D. D.] 

And as he stepped along with a blithe and 
springing step, the stern lips were actually sur¬ 
prised into a whistle, something they had not 
done for many long years. Not a very modern 
tune, perhaps, but a merry one at least, and 
that suited old Stevedore just as well. Under 
his arm swung the two very bags his niece 
had spoken of in his dream, but instead of 
trade dollars, they were filled this time with 
great, jolly yellow-faced double eagles—royal 

O’* 
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A RAILWAY EXPLOSION—ON THE ROAD TO THE CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION. 

“Bejaber ! uhat d'ye mane by sphilin’ me ticket, punchin' hoLs and tearin’ the ind off it ? An' 
fhure I paid a quarther for it." 

twenties. Ana so, with n light heart and step, 
the changed old man walked up Montgomery 
Street on his way to the Jitters. 

At the further corner of California Street he 
met a man coming out of the new Safe Deposit 
Company with a very woe-begone look indeed. 

How do you do, Mr. Curbstone ? A merry 
Christmas, Mr. Curbstone,■’ said the old man, 
cheerily. 

Mr. Curbstone was one of those outlying 
bushwhacking hangers-on of the brokers’ 
boards that are always getting up street boards 
everywhere, under all circumstances, and on 
Snadays, holidays and every other days. Curb¬ 
stone was that species of a lame duck that 
•would sell slock to the mourners at bis grand- 
mot ner’s funeral, and he used to frequently 
wake his wife up in the middle of the night to 
give her a (confidential) point on Justice, Just 
to keep his hand in. Now mark theusequel. 

‘•A merry Christmas ?” said Curb~:one, with 
great, disgust. Have you heard the news?1’ 

11 ’’he news said old Stevedore, relapsing 
in a moment into Ills old self—“ what^news?" 

Why, the Nevada crowd have let go of 
Ophir again from the inside, and the bottom is 
out of the whole d—n market again !” 

Old Stevedore was aghast. Ophir way off 
again, and ho giving bags of twenties to the 
poor. He hesitated—walked a few sieps—hes¬ 
itated again. Did he hear the soft angel voices 
pleading in his ear ? We presume he did not, 
lor he walked finally down the Safe Deposit 
s:eps and locked up the bags in his own partic¬ 
ular box. 

After that ho got a three-bit breakfast and 
went gloomily home again. And that, oh, sym¬ 
pathizing public, was all ilmre was of the mat¬ 
ter, as far as he was concerned. It was per¬ 
fectly inexcusable in Dim. It was not at ail the 
regular thing to do, and it is an outrage on ttie 
public, and the proprietors ot this journal, who 

have paid a large sum for this Christmas story, 
to have this web-footed old pelican cut up in 
this manner and spoil the whole thing at the 
very last moment, but such are the painful— 
the exasperating facts. 

And now the question that arises is what is to 
be done about it. Are these unfortunate people 
—this destitute family of the Jitters—to be left 
to starve in a Christian community ? We should 
hope not. Heaven forbid it. 

Obviously, the only thiug to be done is for 
the generous public to come forward and in¬ 
vest in the 'iowel Fringe Chewing Co.’s stock. 
We have consented to aid that enterprise by 
acting as agent to receive subscriptions for Jit¬ 
ters. We do not wish to push this security. 
We do not wish to bully the public into absorb¬ 
ing these shares, but we do wish to intimate 
that there is at present a large family in our 
midst that is slowly shutting up into itself, day 
by day, like a telescope, before our very eyes, 
as it were. A family, so to speak, the big end 
of which is slowly assimilating the small end, 
like the Hibernian snake that put its tail in its 
mouth and swallowed itself out of sight. 

-- 

“And That Dream of love Was O’er.’’ 
Miss Pillsby is a maiden lady, bordering 

pretty close on to forty years of age ; bug 
owing to care, regular habits, good taste and a 
pains-taking dentist, MissPillsby is no ordinary 
looking woman. So thought Mr. Munn, who is 
doing a very good business in tbe vending of 
milk, which he carries to his customers in a 
large can, every morning. 

The other morning, after Miss Pillsby had 
completed her toilet, and was ready to descend 
and await the coming of Mr. Munn, whose in¬ 
dustry and frugality, together with a mustache 
that does honor to tlie times in which we live, 

have made a favorable impression upon heT 
Miss Pillsby discovered that the glass of water 
in which her teeth were resting had frozen solid 

She hurried down to the kitchen with theni 
to thaw the ice, in trembling wonder if she 
could succeed before he came. Engrossed ’.n 
her task she did not notice the kitchen door 
open, and was only made aware that it had by 
the cheery voice of Mr. Munn, at her back. 

“ Good-morning,” said lie. 
Miss Pillsby, suppressing a scream with great 

difficulty, impulsively whirled around, while 
her hand closed over the tumbler as if with a 
spring. And there she stood, the picture of ab¬ 
ject despair, while her admirer again said, al¬ 
though somewhat feebly : 

“ Good-morning.” 
Still she did not speak. Her lips shut so tight 

together as to give her a most uncompromising 
aspect. Mr. Munn scratched his chin uneasily. 

“I hope I haven't offended you, ma'am,” h? 
ventured. 

' She did not move. 
! “ If it’s t'.e milk,” ho added, brightening up 

a trifle, “ I’m sure it’s no intentional fault on 
! my part, and I’m willing to do what I can to 

remedy it again.” 
Slowly his face went down again. Miss 

Pillsby not only refused to open her mouth, but 
bad reddened in the face to a degree that i_ 
painful ; besides, she waved her hand as if she 
would have him begone, but did not consider 
that he was worth the trouble of putting the 
request in words. Mr. Munn took this view of 
the case at once, and snatching up his can, he 
significantly observed : 

“There’s just as good fish in the sea as ever 
was caught.’’ 

And hugging this popular delusion to his- 
bosom, he tumbled himself off in high dudgeon. 

The teeth were thawed out, but Mr. Munn 
I shows no disposition to thaw worth a cent, we 
learn. 

On His Merits, 
It was a very sad woman that came into 

j our sanctum the other day. Not to put too 
fine a point on it, she wept: 

“I am Mrs. Briggs,” she murmured, sadly. 
The sub-editor said lie was glad to know it, 

and immediately inquired after Mr. Briggs. 
"You don’t seem to keep the run of our em- 

, inent citizens much,” the said, with some ns- 
i perlty; “for, you know, lie died last Friday.” 

The sub stammered out that he had indeed 
overlooked it. 

“ That’s just it,” said the grief-stricken one. 
“ I want an obituary writ onto him—some¬ 
thing strong, you know.” 

“Ah,precisely,”said the sub-editor; “ I will 
just take down the points. He was public- 
spirited, of course ?” 

“ Certainly/’ sighed the widow. 
“ Bespected, influential, high-toned ?” 
“ Way up,” sobbed the relict. 
“Fiue feelings, self-made, rich?” 
“ Well, no,” said the mourner. “ He would 

have been rich—bis partner was just slecied 
Supervisor—but he didn’t wait for the first 
day, even. He faded away—faded away.” 

“All right, madamo, we will get up a notice 
that will make all the other bereaved families 
in your part of the town howl with envy.’’ 

“On the front page, mind,” she sighed. 
“Just so, ma’am. It will be eight dollars.” 
“Eight dollars for an obituary, with sugar 

at thirteen cents ?” 
“But reflect, madame, that you will have an 

article that will make Andrew Johnson and 
Henry Wilson turn over in their graves.” 

“Eight dollars—and Johnny’s shoes will 
be four dollars, and Jane’s pull back—well, 
mister, I guess the old man will have to slide 
through on his merits. The regular four-bit 
send-off will about do, I guess. And depositing 
that coin on the desk,she sobbed herself down¬ 
stairs. 
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"I understand that you are a stranger 
here,” said his Honor. 

“ Put me down as an humble stranger,” 
was the reply. 

“ And that you are out of money ?” 
“Put me down as out of money,” was the 

answer. 
“ And that vou were found drunk on the 

walk r 
“ Put me down as drunk on the walk.” 
“Mr. llobin'on, you don’t care much how 

this thing turns out, do you?” asked the 
Court. 

“Well, I have my feelings, of course,” an¬ 
swered the prisoner. 

“ Do you want work?” 
“ Well, I suppose I'd work if there was 

work.” 
“Can you leave town?” 
“ Well, I suppose I can.” 
“ Will you leave town?” 
“ I will it anybody wants me to.” 
“ Does it make any difference at all to you 

whether I send you up or let you go ?” con¬ 
tinued the Court. 

“Not a great deal, though I like to be 
around when there’s anything going on.” 

“ I guess I’ll send you up tor sixty days. I 
believe you are lazy and shiftless. You don’t 
talk like a man of enterprise. Go back iirjJhufaM 
and sit down.” 

“ Hadn’t you just as lief I’d stand up?” in¬ 
quired the prisoner. 

He went in and stood. 

One Dose Warranted to Cure, 

There is a dapper little dead beat in Omaha 
(so says the Herald of that city'i who goes hop¬ 
ping about like a tomtit on a pump-handle 
lrom one saloon to another In quest of drinks 
that don't cost anything. He has too much 
method and too weak a brain to ever get drunk 
in his tipplines, but he has a remarkable fac¬ 
ulty for always getting In just in time to drink 
with a party which cannot get rid of him with¬ 
out being rude,aud in some instances tie makes 
himself so tree as to coolly step behind a bar 
and help himself. 

A few days ago he went Into the City Hotel 
bar (a favorite haunt), and while Charlie Coatrs, 
(he head man, was washing his hands at an¬ 
other place, the “ bittern ’’ waltzed in, and, 
making himself familiar, laid his hat on the 
counter, and stepping behind the bar, emptied 
about four ounces of whisky out of a bottle into 
a tumbler and threw himself outside of it. 

This manner of proceeding became too fre¬ 
quent for Mr. Coates, and lie had fixed a botile 
expressly for the accommodation of the smiling 
beat. 

After draining the liqor, which was perfectly 
harmless, but considerably heated up with cay¬ 
enne, the drinkist sputtered around with con¬ 
siderable vehemence, and inquired of the bar¬ 
keeper, who was apparently not watching: 

“ b—s—say, Charlie, what’s the matter with 
ttis whisky ?’’ 

“ Heavens, tnan !"’ said Charlie, with well- 
feiemed horror ; “ what bottle did you drink 
out of ?” 

“Why, that one,” said the beat, pointing to 
the bottle. 

“ Gracious goodness ! You will be a dead 
man in ten minutes ! That’s poison the old 
man fixed up for rats. Here, Jim, run for a 
doctor, quick, and tell him to fetch a stomach- 
pump.” 

Iliere was contusion and excitement,and the 
victim thought lie had got his last. He turned 
deadly pale, and great beads of perspiration 
stood upon his iorehea1. The pepper had 
warmed him up and sickened him, and he 
grabbed for his hat to go out. In his haste he 
got the wrong hat—one several sizes loo small 

and that, settled it. When he found the hat 
too small, lie sank down in a chair, ttie nertect 
picture ot despair, and groaned : 

[Scene, fourth floor of a new boarding-house in Philadelphia.] 

Dash (who is wailing his turn at, the wash-basin, with irritation)—1“T/iis waiting your turn 
is all very well, but people learning to swim ought to practice outside of a round basin." 

“Nobody’s Eool.’’ 
A New Yorker was returning from the 

West a day or two ago, when, just after the 
train bad pulled out from a little station, a 
flaxen-haired man came through the car and 
carefully scrutinized each pssseuger in turn. 
The New Yorker caught sight of a constable’s 
etar outlie man’s vest, heard the clink of hand¬ 
cuffs, and realized that the official was in 
search of some criminal. 

“ So yon didn’t find him ?” he asked, as the 
constable finished Ids tour and took a seat. 

“ No, blast him, I didn’t; but it’s only a 
question of time,” whispered the constable. 

The New Yorker supposed it was some local 
case, but for a joke remarked : 

“ Looking for Boss Tsveed, I suppose ?” 
“ You bet I am !” was the reply. “ I hain’t 

found him yet, but lie’s got to come to it— 
death is on his trail.” 

“You have a description of 1dm, have you?” 
“That’s where I’ve got’em—that's where 

I’m ahead,” chuckled the constable. 
“All the boy 8 got the first circular sent out. 

and they are all on the watch, but am I a big 
fool ? Do I look like a country greenhorn ?” 

“ Well, no.” 
“ I guess I don’t! I guess I know a thing or 

two. See here, mister, let me tell yon some¬ 
thing.” 

The New Yorker bent forward, and the con¬ 
stable whispered in ids enr: 

“I’ve got six different descriptions of the 
Boss I" 

“ You have ?” 
“You bet I have ! Sent to a New York re¬ 

porter, and bad him write them out for me I 
You see, l\e got six chances to the other 
boys’ one of clapping these cold bracelets on 
William the Boss.” 

“ Well, you are ahead.” 
“ I rayther think I am. Six descriptions, 

sir, and no two of them alike. They range 
from a young man with a faint mustache to an 
oid sucker weighing two hundred pounds. 
They cover nil shades of hair and eyes, all 
kinds of clothing ; some limp and some don’t. 
And—and- Why, dum me if I don’t walk 
into your town with Bill Tweed on my arm 
some morning before breakfast.!” 

“They say he’s gone to Cuba,” observed the 
New Yorker. 

“Gone to grass ! That’s only a blind, sir !” 
“Then you think he is still in the United 

States ?” 
4 “Think so ! why, I know it! I know he is 

right here in the State of New York !” 
“ Possible!” 
“ 1 ou just keep cool,” warned the constable. 

“ I’ve been taken for a fool more than once, 
but I generally come out top of the heap.” 

“ I hope you may catch him.” 
“Thanks. That’s good. I like to be en¬ 

couraged. If our sheriff had said one kind 
word to me, or shown bis appreciation of my 
work, I’d have had the boss a month ago. I’m 
right after him, and I want it understood that 
I can’t be bought off!” 

Then he went forward to see if Mr. Tweed 
hadn’t escaped him by crawling under the 
stoves or biding under the cushions. 

--- 

The Detroit Solomon. 

He was a tranquil man. When they brought 
him before the bar he deliberately took a. 
chew of the weed, folded his arms, and sol- 
emnlv said : 

“ Now, start your old machinery.” 

IIX-XATURED SARCASM. 
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TOE QUESTION ? 

George Washington Jones wants to know, on rising, what mnst be the condition of a man's mind 
that deposits his boots on the toilet-table, and his hat on the Jtoor, on retiring. (Judgment—too much 
gin and sugar.) 

“Good-by, boys. I’m a dead man—I’ve be¬ 
gun to swell already.” 

He recoverd after awhile and went home,but 
he lias quit drinking in that promiscuous sort 
of a way, and will doubtless read this history 
with much, pleasure, but we don’t care whether 
he does or not. It wasn’t written for him. 

-- 

A Sleepy Patriot. 

The conductor of a Danbury passenger train 
in collecting the tickets, recently, found a pas¬ 
senger fast asleep, with mouth wide open, and 
giving forth that, snore peculiar to a man who 
had sworn off at the beginning of the year. 
After two or three vigorous shakes the mau 
was aroused. 

“ Ticket,” observed the conductor. 
“Whaz at ?’’ said the strauger, staring upon 

the conductor. 
*• I want your ticket.’’ 
The stranger looked vacantly around the 

car. 
“ Come, give us your ticket.” 
“ Titchit.” mechanically repeated the passen- 

senger, showing a disposition to drop asleep 
again. 

“ Yes, yes—your ticket,-’ said the conductor, 
impatiently. “ Haven’t you got a ticket?’’ 

The stranger made no reply, but he evidently 
■understood what was expect e i ol him. Then lie 
commenced the search lor the article required, 
going through (he operation with all the delib¬ 
eration of a woman selecting a dress-paltern of 
ten-cent calico. It being in the least probable 
that the ticket was In his overcoat pockets he 
carefully explored one of them, and after a 
thoughtful search brought forth a buckskin 
glove, which, after staring at for a few seconds 
he deposited in the other pocket of that gar¬ 

ment, and then immediately dove into that re¬ 
ceptacle and brought out the same glove. 

This he carefully studied until the conductor 
patiently admonished him to hurry up, and then 
lie put it back with a sigh, and dipped into the 
inside pocket of the overcoat, which he care¬ 
fully explored with no tangible result. The con- 
ductor, in addition to moving from one leg to 
the other as swiftly as possible, during this op¬ 
eration, attempted to accelerate it with various 
injunctions of a stimulating nature, but how¬ 
ever honest his intentions, they were decided 
failures. 

The inebriated man never spoke a word, but 
hinged into each pocket with a deliberation 
that was exasperating to the furthest degree. 
He brought up from one of the pants pockets 
an almost new fish-line, which tie gravely ex¬ 
tended to Mr. Willis, but on lhat oflicer indig¬ 
nantly refusing it, he manitested not the slight¬ 
est resentment. 

He carefully returned it to its place, and cau¬ 
tiously felt his way into the other pocket and 
very soon came up from its depths with an al¬ 
manac for 1876. This lie deliberately fumbled 
over. 

It was evidently tiis intention to extend tnis, 
either as the ticket or as a sort ot peace-offer¬ 
ing,but a look of warning which almost amoun¬ 
ted to ferocity in the lace of the conductor de¬ 
terred him from the act. and lie sadly placed 
the volume in his hat, ami then sank back In 
his seat as i: in mild despair of ever finding the 
object of his search, and prepared to compose 
himself with a brief nap. 

“Come, you old fellow!” gasped the severely- 
tried conductor; “ get that ticket or the money. 
I can’t stand here all night.” 

Again he aroused himself, and found his way 
into a vest pocket, from which, after carefully 

touring through, he produced a piece of rosin. 
This he held up in sober observation for half 
a minute, and finally convincing himself that It 
was the desired ticket, lie handed it to Mr. 
Willis without looking at him, and dropped his 
chin on his breast. 

The disgusted official gave him a vigorous 
shake, and demanded in a tone of railroad se- 

j verity that ttie ticket or the money be fortb- 
; coming at once. Still there was no resentment 
on the part of the stranger. Meekly he reached 
into the most convenient pocket ot the over¬ 
coat, and brought forth the buckskin glove, 
which now appearing to him in the light ol a 
tive-dollar bill, lie wearledly held it up, and 

) faintly observed : 
j “ Taker oush o’ ash.” 

“Come, you!’’ hoarsely howled Mr. Willis, 
i “Give me the money or I’ll put you oil" ihe 
train.” 

But he did not answer. He w s snoring 
again, and the passengers in the vicinity were 
smiling. 

“Here, you,” shouted the conductor, giving 
ids victim a vigorous shake; “hand out your 
money, I tell you, or off you go.” 

There was a motion to the passenger’s lips, 
and a faint, Indistinct sound escaped tnem. 

“What’s that ?” demanded the irate official, 
putting his ear to the man’s mouth. 

“Hurrah for Centen’al!” and with this noble 
sentiment feebly uttered, he sank asleep again, 
and the disgusted conductor left. 

A Trying Situation. 
Mr. Bilderback’s Painful Experience 

During a Church Collection. 

Mr. Bilderback, we feel authorized to state 
(says the Burlington llaickeye), will not attend 
divine service tills morning. The old gentle¬ 
man is, we are pained to learn, laboring under 
a very distressing frame of mind, being greatly 
incensed against churches on general princi¬ 
ples. He doesn’t like to talk about this matter, 
but we learned all about it, despite his reti¬ 
cence. 

It seems that last Sunday morning he was 
dozing comfortably in ills pew, in the church of 
which he is oue of (lie main sleepers, when he 
became aware of an apparition, gliding sol¬ 
emnly down the aisle with a collection basket 
in his hand. 

Mr. Bilderback braced up into an erect posi¬ 
tion, cleared his throat in a ponderous tone of 
Roman firmness, as one who should say “ Who 
has been asleep ?” and as the basket was ex¬ 
tended toward him lie felt in his trovvsers for 
his wallet. It. wasn’t there, and as lie withdrew 
his hand and felt in Hie other pocket, he felt 
that the eyes of tlie whole congregation were 
upon him, and that was nil he telt, lor he cer- 
tulnly did not feel any pocketbook. 

He nodded the basket man lo wait a second, 
and leaned over to the left while he felt in the 
right inside pocket of his coat, from which, in 
his Increasing nervousness, lie drew half a 
dozen chestnuts, which rolled over the floor 
with a rattle that sounded in his ears like the 
thunders of the Apocalypse,and made them hot¬ 
ter still. 

Then he leaned over the end of the pew and 
felt in the other inside coat pocket and drew 
out a bundle of letters, a lot of postal cards, a 
circus ticket, a photograph of an actress, a 
funny story printed on a card, a pocket-comb, 
and a long string, and his face grew so hot his 
breath felt like a hot-air blast. 

Then he squared his elbows and went for his 
vest pockets,and strewed the pew-cushion with 
quill toothpicks, newspaper scraps, street-car 
checks, a shoe-buttoner, some lead-pencil stubs, 
and crumbling indications of chewing tobacco, 
a bit of sealing wax, a piece of licorice root 
about an inch long, and three or four troches. 
’Then he leaned forward, and stung to madness 
by the smiles which were breaking out all 
around that church worse thau the measles in 
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RATHER A SELL FOR TOMKINS, 

777(0 has asked his wife's rich uncle to dinner, and, hearing a ring at the visitor’s bell (it was Tatcr’s mistake), rushed forwat d and chock 
hands warmly with the gardener, who had come to wait at tabic. 

a primary schoolroom, dived into his coat-tail 
pockets, and drew forth a red silk handkerchief, 
two apples, a spectacle case, a pair of dogskin 
gloves, an overcoat button, and a fine assort¬ 
ment of bits of dried orange peel and lint. 

Then lie siool up, devoutly prayiug that an 
earthquake might come along and swallow up 
either him or the rest of the congregation—he 
didn’t much care which—and went down into 
his hip pockets, from which he evolved a revol¬ 
ver, a corkscrew', a cigar-case, a piece of string, 
a memorandum-book, and a pocket-knife. 

By this time Mr. Bilderback’s face was scarlet 
clear down to his waist, and he was so nervous 
and worked up that lie nearly worked his 
ciothes off. while the man with the basket could 
not have moved away, if he had died for stay¬ 
ing. 

And when Mr- Bilderback, in forlorn despair, 
once more rammed his hand into the trowsers 
pocket where he began the search, ttie congre¬ 
gation held its breath, and when Mr. Bilder¬ 
back drew forth the very pocketbook which he 
ha I missed in his first careless search, and had 
since all hut strippe 1 to find, there was a sigh 
of relief scut up lrom every devout heart In 
that house. 

But Mr. Bilderback only dropped into his 
seat with an abruptness that made the windows 
rattle, and registered a mental vow that he 
wasn’t going to come out to church again to be 
made a fool of by a man with a long-handled 
dunnlug-basket. 

— ■— -<<<^,>-. 

Co-co Till. 

He wore a broad-brimmed black slouch hat 
and red necktie, his hair was jet-black and 
reached to his shoulders. Ke walked into the 
office of a prominent city official in Washington, 
a few days since, nd as he reached the middle 
of the floor, exclaimed : 

“ Likes flowers ?” 
Gentleman looked up from his desk, stared 

curiously at the stranger for a few moments, 
and said : uEh ? Flour, did you say 

“ Oh, no ! You likee flowers, grow nice in the 
house ?’’ 

“ Oh, flowers. Yes, I like flowers—why V 
“I got some nice flowers here. I scout fer 

Govyment; fightee Indians on ’e plains ’e some 
'e with Conianch, Kiowas and Piutes, brave to 
see President; much big brave bring flower ; 
makee present to President; got few left. Oh, 
such greatee flower, pntee one, two seed in lit¬ 
tle box ; dirt, ten day come up, ten day more 
first flowers come out. Oh, such very sweet 
smell flower, I smell them milee on plain ; one 
little flower smell whole quarter mile round ; 
come from place no pale-face ever been but 
me.” 

Here it was getting decidedly interesting, and 
the valiant “ Indian killer” was mot'oned to a 
chair. 

“ Oh, very sweet flower, squaw wearee in 
bosom samee like white lady, smell so sweet; I 
find at foot of Sierra De-at-Till; it call a co-co¬ 
till ; place no white man go ; Pawnee there ; I 
hunt on plain one da}', see two Injuns, fight 
one, one run ’way, jump over high ciiff, catch 
in vines on other side, hide ; I see ; other In¬ 
juns think he kill ; other Injuns go ’way, I go 
over, call down, ‘ kolly-wolly-kotschee,’ that 
friend ; he call back ‘ ally-wolly-kotschee,’ that 
mean any man friend now ; I let down lariat, 
pull up, lie my friend now. He Pawnee chief; 
son of big chief. Takee me to village where no 
white man go, I see this suebee greatee flower, 
get seed bring to great father. Grow at foot 
Sierra De-at-Till ; srnelle all over valley.” 

’Jliat settled it; they took all be had on hand, 
and made a bargain for the agency as soon as 
Tom Scott gets the Southern Pacific through. 

“ Muchee big scout for Govyment; take many 
scalp. Took this one when was mad.” 

Here he reached in his bosom and prcdrivl 
what resembled a piece of tan leather with ve. / 
black hair switch attached. 

ltI meet Injin on plain one day. He Co¬ 
manche. I throw up l and this way (palm to 
the tront); that mean friend. He throw- up 
his hand thfs way (bark to the front) ; that 
mean fight. Before I get my gun he shoot, hit 
me in the shoulder. I turn my pony and run ; 
sonee have him follow me ; shoot better. First 
lime shoot him in top of head. Come back so 
weak have to iie down and rest; then get up, 
so mad cut ears off, too, see.” 

This last laid them out completely. Was there 
no chance to get any more P Several others In 
ihe office now wanted some of the wonderful 
flower seed from this genuine prairie scout who 
had done so much for his country, and could 
show scalps taken by himself. 

He had one or two more of the little envel¬ 
opes, containing five or six seeds (put up, no 
doubt, by the Pawnee squaws at the toot of the 
Sierra De-at-Till) which lie disposed of at twen¬ 
ty-five cents each. 

Ttiese, though, he had preserved to present 
to the Commissioner of Indian Affairs. ’Twas 
no use ; they had to have ’em ; Commissioner 
could do without; they would pay double the 
price. They finally got them, and the slayer 
left, promising to see them again at the Cen¬ 
tennial. 

Preparations then began. A florist find land¬ 
scape gardener were summoned, prepared 
mountain earth was procured, the requisite 
boxes (pots wouldn’t do) were supplied, and 
the wonderful seel, with due care and preci¬ 
sion, were deposited. They had been warned 
that water was instant death to the trail plant, 
and all persons were warned under a like pen¬ 
alty to use no water in the room. 

Ten days of mortal anxiety and fearful sus¬ 
pense were passed, and sure enough there was 
a tiny shoot protruding lrom the earth. Stock 
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Diamond Cut Diamond. 

eighty; yes, four dollars and eighty cents. 
What kind of goods will you have, Cyrus ?” 

“Well, now, John, I reckon It don’t make 
any difference to you what kind ot goods I take 
—does It 

“ Oh, not at all—not at all !” said the mer¬ 
chant. 

“ Well, then, as it don’t make no difference 
to you, I’ll take the amount In them ’ere 
brooms of yourn at twelve and a half cents 
apiece. Let me see : Four dollars and eighty 
cents will get thirty-eight brooms and five cents 
over. It don’t make much difference, John, 
about the five cents, but as you are a right 
clever feller, I believe I will take the change 
in terbacker.’’ 

When Cyrus went out of the door with his 
brooms and “ terbacker,’’John was seized with 
a serious breaking-out at the mouth, during 
which time he was distinctly heard to violate 
the third commandment several times by the 
bystanders, who enjoyed the joke hugely. 

-n^n.- 

A certun' farmer, down East, who in the 
course of a year purchased a hundred dollars' 
worth of goods, and always paid for them,called 
tit the store of a village merchant, his regular 
place ot dealing, with two dozen brooms which 
he offered for sale. The merchant, who, by-the- 
way, is fond of a good bargain, examined his 
stock, and said : 

•. “Well, Cyrus, I will give you a shilling apiece 
for those brooms.” 

Cyrus appeared astonished at the offer, and 
quickly replied : 

“Oh, no, John, I can’t begin to take that for 
’em. nohow. But I’ll let you have ’em for 
twenty cents apiece, aud not a cent le;-s.” 

Unfortunate result to Mr. Broicn. Jones, in nailing his chroma against the thin partition, makes 
his next lodger, Brou n, the present of a gift-nail of some six inches in length, who unfortunately re¬ 
ceives it in his abnormal parts. 

Mr. Jones, having purchased a Centennial chromo, worth at least ten dollars, resolves to nail it to 
the wall of his room, that he may have it constantly before him. 

in seed took an alarming leap ; they couldn’t 
be bought tor ten dollars apiece. 

The llorist was again summoned. He exam¬ 
ined it, and said he thought he had seen some¬ 
thing like it before, but couldn’t say where ; 
he was laughed to scorn and warned to touch 
it not lest it might by contamination pine away 
and die. 

It was then locked in the room, and for the 
next two day3 no one was allowed to breathe 
the atmosphere with which it came in contact. 

At the end of that time all were again on the 
Quivive; it was to bloom to-day. The story of 
the wondrous plant had spread, and the offi¬ 
cial’s friends called on him in numbers that 
morning. All were held at boy in an outer 
room, and only the florists were admitted to the 
sacred realm of the co-co-till. 

As the door opened several of the assembly 
thought they perceived an exotic odor in the 
air. The florist entered and approached the 
box ; he knelt to examine, and a dead hush of 
expectancy fell upon the assemblage. Hearts 
beat loudly. 

“ Oh, Science, wbafc a master thou art!” 
breathed one. 

The florist arose, his face was of an ashen 
line, be turned to the crowd ; they leaned for¬ 
ward, breathlessly. He gasped forth the word 
“ Onion !” and then fainted dead away. 

rrOnion !” came in chorus from the crowd, 
and they dispersed in tears. 

The florist, upon reviving, immediately 
started for home. Turning at the door, he re¬ 
marked : 

“It hasn’t bloomed yet,but you may find the 
Imperishable odor at the root. 

The inkstand took out a pane of glass at his 
ear. 

“Cyrus, you are crazy,”replied John. “Why, 
see here,”showing him a flue lot of brooms,“is 
an article a great deal better than yours” 
(which was true),“that I am retailing at twelve 
and a-half cents apiece” (which was not true 
by seven and a half cents). 

“1 don’t, care for that,” answered Cyrus; 
“your brooms are cheap enough, but you can’t 
have mine less than twenty cents, nohow,” and 
pretending to be more than half angry, shoul¬ 
dered his brooms and started for the door. 

The merchant, getting a little nervous over 
the probable loss of a good customer, and fear¬ 
ing he might go to some other store and never 
return, said : 

“ See here, Cyrus, hold on a while. If I give 
you twenty cents for your brooms, I suppose 
you will not object to take the price of them in 
goods ?” 

“ No. I don’t care if I do,” replied Cyrus. 
“Well, then,” said the merchant, “as you 

arc an old customer, I will allow you twenty 
cents apiece for this lot. Let mo see : Twenty 
times twenty-four make just four hundred and 

A Convincing Argument. 
Ox an Incoming train, recently, on a Western 

railroad, some passengers were together in the 
palace car and discussing the Bremerhaven ex¬ 
plosion, whence they actually digressed to the 
carriage of explosives. 

One man contended that it was impossible to 
prevent or detect this ; if people weren’t al¬ 
lowed to ship nitro-glycerine or dynamite legit¬ 
imately, they’d smuggle it through in their 
baggage. This assertion was contradicted em¬ 
phatically, and the passenger was laughed at, 
flouted, and lgnomlnlously put to scorn. 

Rising up in his wrath, he drew a capacious 
leather valise from under the seat, and, slap¬ 
ping it emphatically on the cover, said : 

“Oh, you don’t think they do, eh ? You’re 
playing me for a sucker, are you ? Don’t carry 
explosives in cars—what’s this ?” and he gave 
the valise a resounding thump. “There’s two 
hundred good dynamite cartridges in that ’ar 
valise; sixty pounds of deadly material— 
enough to blow this yere train and the whole 
train from Cook County to Chimborazo. Thar's 
dynamite enough-” he continued. 

But he was without an auditor, for the pas¬ 
sengers had fled incontinently, ami he could 
have sat down on twenty-two seats If he had 
wanted to. And the respectful way in which 
the baggage-men on the out-golug trains in the 
evening handled the trunks and valises avas 
pleasant and unusual to sec. 
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A GREAT FCFF FOR THE NEW JERSEY RAILROAD. 

Jones—“i’m in a great hurry, Smith, so excuse me. I’m on an errand of life and death." 
Smith —“Certainly you are, if yon arc going by the New Jersey Railroad; for, if you escape rob- 

oery or death by the hands of the conductors, you’ll be put off the train and be killed ! Farewell for 
ever, old friend /” (Left weeping-.) 

The Dam Roaring. 

A toung gentleman went to see the (laugh- 
ter of a Presbyterian elder, whose house was 
near a mill dam. It being in the Spring of the 
year the water made a considerable of a roar 
as it tumbled over the dam. The modest young 
man tapped lightly at the door at first, and re¬ 
ceived no answer. He tapped again ; still no 
answer. Again and again he repeated his 
knock, but still he was unheard. 

Mustering up courage, he proceeded to inflict 
some severe thumps on the door, which brought 
the staid old gentleman out. 

“ I suppose,” said the youngster, who had by 
this time become slightly savage fv being com¬ 
pelled to wait so long— “ I suppose you could 
not he ir my knocking on account of the dam 
roaring.” 

“The dam roaring? What do you mean, sir? 
How dare you speak in that way ?’’ said the di¬ 
vine, somewhat angered at hearing the young 
man swear in his presence. 

“ I mean to say that 1 suppose you could not 
hear my knock on account of the dam roaring.” 

“Damn roaring again! You young scoun¬ 
drel 1 have you the Impudence to insult me with 
the repetition of these words 1 Begone, sir 

“My dear sir,” quoth the now bewildered 
youth, “I intended to say that I presumed I 
could not be heard on account of the dam roar¬ 
ing,” laying a particular stress upon the last 
two words. 

“Insult on insult!” shouted the infuriated 
old man, and rushed at the poor fellow with 
the evident intenionof ejecting him. but was re¬ 
strained by the voice of his daughter, exclaim¬ 
ing: 

“ Papa, I suppose the young man intended to 
say that he could not be heard on account of 
the roaring of the dam.” 

“ Oh! I beg your pardon, sir—walk in, walk 
in—really, ah—well, I declare ! The dam roar¬ 
ing ! Capital ! Come in, come in. This is 
really too rich !” 

It is needless to say that the youngster went 
in, and in the excellent society of the young 
lady soon forgot the dam roaring. 

-npn- 

Training for a Corpse. 
A carpenter residing in Virginia City, Nev., 

was recently raised to the dignity of “prophet’’ 
in the Improved Order of Red Men. A night or 
two atter his eloction he came near burning up 
his shop lu the following manner; 

A irlend and brother in the Order was lying 
very ill—at the point of death, as was thought. 
In case of his death there were certain cere¬ 
monies to be performed over the body whlie 
lying in the “ wigwam,’’ by the prophet. 

Now. our prophet had never undertaken the 
performance of these ceremonies, and he was 
not sure that he would be able to acquit him¬ 
self creditably when he came to undertake 
them with the whole lodge standing about look¬ 
ing solemnly on. He thought he should like a 
little previous practice. 

With this in his mind, he persuaded his part¬ 
ner, also a Red Man, to join him in a rehearsal, 
and take the part of the corpse. The partner 
saw no harm In having such a rehearsal, and 
thought it would really be a good thing for his 
friend, the prophet. 

Accordingly a broad board was placed on two 
trestles, and the partner who was to be the 
corpse stretched upon it at lull length, closed his 
eyes, and told the prophet to proceed with the 
funeral ceremonies. 

The prophet, in full war-paint, and with a 
cow’s tail stuck behind his ear, then began 
prancing about the remains. With some prompt¬ 
ing from the corpse be got through with his 
mummeries in very fair shape. He then caught 
up a torch made of fat splinters, and began a 
solemn dance around the decorous and 
dative corpse. 

While in the midst of the dance and a dolor¬ 
ous chant, he suddenly discovered that in wav¬ 
ing his torch he had left a trail of fire behind 
him in the shavings covering the floor, which 
completely encircled the sedate remains. The 
corpse took in the situation at the same mo¬ 
ment as did the prophet, and the two wound 
up the rehearsal in a very lively little fight to 
save their premises. Both had their hands and 
clothes badly scorched, and the partner swears 
that it is the “last time he will ever traiu for a 
corpse,” 

-<«*►.*- 

Not in the Family. 

An old Detroiter brought home two jugs the 
other day, one labeled “ boiled oil ’’ and the 
other “turpentine.” They were placed in 
the barn, and pretty soon it was noticed that 
the old man had business there at regular in¬ 
tervals. Ills oldest son slyly followed him and 
saw him taking a deep draught from one of the 
jugs. The old man heard a step outside, and 
before going out he arranged those jugs accord¬ 
ing to his artistic taste. 

He was hardly gone when the son skipped in 
and took a drink from the jug out of which he 
supposed his father drank. The next moment 
he was sputtering, coughing and gasping, and 
the old man entered and asked : 

“Turpentine doesn’t agree with you,—does 
it ?’’ 

“ But I saw you drinking it!’’ exclaimed the 
injured and indignant son. 

“That is true,” said the old man, while a 
beautiful smile played over his face, “but it 
doesn’t necessarily follow that the rest of the 
family must relish turpentine because I do 

Wanted a Little Help. 

One day last week as a citizen was passing 
up Twelfth Street, Detroit, a wild-eyed woman 
jumped out of a front door, halted him, and ex¬ 
citedly said ; 

“Come in here—come in just for a minute.” 
“ What’s the matter ?” be asked, in reply, ob¬ 

serving that her face was badly scratched, her 
clothing torn, and that her nose had been 
roughly kuocked about. 

“Come In—come in !”she whispered. 
“You’ve been fighting,” he said, as he backed 

off. 
At that moment a burly, big man opened tbo 

door,and called out: 
“ Come in here, you old she fiend !” 
“Come in and help me pound him !” urged 

the woman. 
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A COOL BEQUEST.—SCENE AT A PHILADELPHIA PHARMACY.—A FACT—JULY 3. 

British Swell (just arrived)—“Aty good fellah, to-morrow, I am told, is your National holiday. 
j)o you think the people will forego its celebration till next year, to spare a gentleman's feeinlgs ? ' 

“Why, ho could eat me up in a minute,” re¬ 
plied the citizen. “Pin no fighter, and I want 
no trouble. 

“I cau almost lick him alone,” she continued, 
as she followed him along the walk. “If I had 
some one to hold his Ie_rs when I get him by 
the throat I could choke the grit all out o. him 
in two minutes. Come on—come in, and act 
like a Christian and give a poor woman a lift.” 

The citizen wouldn’t stop, and after lollowing 
him nearly a blcck the woman turned back, 
saying: 

11 If 1 can get in a good snifter on his nose I 
-iwtrMck him alone.” 

-( ■>!>- 

Advice vs. Cash. 
Tue other morning, when a big raw-boned 

stranger was pacing up Broadway he was ac¬ 
costed by a chronic old beggar, who whined 
out: 

“ I’ve been sick for twenty-two years !” 
u Woosli 1 but that's tough 1” replied the big 

stranger, as be came to a halt. “What seems 
to be the leading complaint?'' 

“ Fever-sore, sir.” 
;i Fever-sore 1 why, you’ve just struck my 

family! My late wife had a fever-sore for 
eleven straight years.” 

“And I want a little money to buy medicine,” 
said the beggar. 

“No use in doctoring,” replied the stranger. 
“We doctored Sarah Ann, and doctored and 
doctored, and we just threw money away. I 
spent over three thousand dollars trying to 
cure that fever-sore, and she died on me just 
at harvest time, when I was In the worst muss 
in the world. 

“Only five cents, sir,” urged the beggar. 
“ Five cents is nothing. It isn’t the money I 

care for. It’s holding out false hopes to you. 

I tell you that you can't be cured, and you’d 
better stop feeing the doctors. What you want 
is rest. Go out and buy you a nice country res¬ 
idence, stock it with nice things, buy you a 
span of spanking good horses,and take comfort 
while you can ; for you are just as sure to turn 
up your toes on account ot that leg as you are 
sure that yon see me. Don’t fool away any 
more money. I had one in the family, and I 
know what I'm talking about.” 

A Scene in the Sheriff’s Office. 
Tiie newly-elected sheriff of New Haven was 

sitting in ills office, sad eyed and haggard. He 
held in his hand a stack of manuscripts repre¬ 
senting the applications of eight hundred and 
seventy-nine candidates lor positions of deputy 
sheriff, each of whom said be had worked for 
him at the polls, and had gained him all the 
way up from two hundred to one thousand 
votes from their personal friends who did not 
vote the opposition ticket. 

A man attired in a blue shirt, with a paper 
collar and a red nose, entered the office, and, 
grasping the band of the tired official, greeted 
him cordially. 

“ Ah, Mr Sheriff, but it’s glad I am to see 
you looking so hearty; don’t you remember 
me ?” 

“ I don’t think I do,” remarked the official, 
“although there is something in your face 
which is familiar to me.’’ 

“ Ah, Mr. Sheriff, I thought you’d know me. 
I worked for you all clay, election, and got you 
one thousand votes, and come for that place.” 

“ Well, I am sorry to say that I have already 
promised all the places at my disposal.” 

“ Ob, give me a place—I don’t care what it 
is.” 

“Oh, by-the-by,” said the sheriff, with a ma¬ 

licious grin in his eye, “there Is a place, but it. 
isn’t much, and I don 4 think you’d take It. 

“ Ah, Mr. Sheriff, I’ll take anything—I don't- 
care what kind of a place it Is. Tell me what It 
Is, and I'll jump at it with my coat off.” 

“All right,’’ said the sheriff; “there’s a man 
going to be bunged at the jail next month, and 
he wants somebody to take bis place. I think 
it will suit you.” 

The man with the red nose ceased to smile, 
and. asking the sherltf for a quarLer to pay for 
his lodging that night, he left the office am. 
mingled with the throng of would-bo deputy 
sheriffs on the outside. 
-- 

His Little Grocery. 
He was a clean-looking colored man of ad¬ 

vanced age, and when he entered a wholesale 
house on Vesey Street one of the clerks politely 
informed him that the situation of porter was. 
already filled. 

“ Does I look like a man who'd be regarded 
as a porter?” demanded the stranger. 

“Ah 1 excuse me.’’ 
“You is discused, sah. Wbar Is de foreman T 

over dar, eh ? No, sir, I don’t want to be porter, 
l’s one ob de solid men ob Newark, and I’s here 
on ’portant bminiss.” 

He wanted goods. There were lots of goods 
there, and it was very easy to suit him as to- 
prices, tut be bad no money and no recom¬ 
mendations. 

“De pay is sure in sixty days,” he urged. 
“ But you can give no security.’’ 
“What you wants of security ? Won't de 

goods be dar ?” 
“You may have sold them.” 
“ Den won’t do money be dar, all counted out 

on de counter ? And if de money ain’t dar, 
won’t I be dar? And if I ain’t dar, and de ole 
wooman’s gone, and de children can’t be found, 
can’t 1 be frowed into bankruptcy and all 
smashed up ?” But be didn’t get any goods. 

All the Difference in the World. 
A young man from one of the suburban dis¬ 

tricts was into one of our tailor shops gettiug 
measured for a vest, the other afternoon. 

“Married or unmarried !’’ queried the mer¬ 
chant, after taking down the number. 

“ Unmarried,” said the young man, with a 
blush. 

“ Inside-pocket on the left-hand side, then,’’ 
observed the tailor, as if to himself, making a 
memorandum to that effect. 

After a moment’s pause the young man trom 
the suburbs was prompted to ask : 

“ What difference does my being married or 
unmarried make with the inside-pocket of the 
vest ?” 

“ Ah, my dear sir,” observed the tailor, with 
a bland smile, “ all the difference possibe, as 
you must see. Being unmarried, you want the 
pocket on the left side, so as to bring the 
young lady's picture next to your heart.” 

“ But don’t the married man also want hi? 
wife’s picture next to his heart ?” queried tho 
anxious youth. 

“ Possibly there is an instance of that kind,’’ 
said the tailor, arching his eyebrows, “ but I 
never heard of it.’’ 

A Drawback to Female Suffrage. 
Wtiem a man suddenly jams hie head 

against a beam in the cellar, no one comes to 
sympathize with him. We don’t know that 
he tells the sorrow to outsiders. But when a 
woman’s line of clothes comes down in the 
mud (a clothes-line never falls when there is 
no mud), the whole neighborhood is shaken to 
its very centre, and every woman within a 
qurater of a mile of the dhaster comes rushing 
in to condole with the unfortunate sister, and 
nothing else is talked of by them for a week 
after. This is one ihiDg which makes sc 
many men down on female suffrage 
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Accidents and Incidents during the Great Centennial Exhibition. 

The conductor’s parting benediction.—“ Nothing became him in 
his car-eer so much as his wag of leaving it." 

A Literary Nightmare. 
Wilt, the reader please to cast his eye over 

the following verses, and see if ho can dis¬ 
cover anything harmful in them? 

“ Conductor, when you receive a fare, 
Punch in the presence of the passenjare! 
A bine trip slip lor an eight-cent fare, 
A buff trip slip (or a six-eent fare, 
A pink trip Blip lor athree-cent fare, 
Punch iu the presence of the pa^enjare. 

Chorus. 

“ ranch, brothers—punch with care ! 
Punch in the presence of the passenjare!” 

I came across these jingling rhymes in a 
newspaper, a little while ago, and read them 

Honest little bog is so crowded, that he is obliged to put his hands 
in another passenger s pocket. 

a couple of times. They took 
instant and entire possession of 
me. All through breakfast 
they went waltzing through 
my brain ; and when at last I 
rolled up my napkin, I could 
not tell whether 1 had eaten 
anything or not. 

1 had carefully laid out my 
day’s work the day before—a 
thrilling tragedy in the novel 
which I am writing. I went 
to my den to begin my deed 
of blood. I took up my pen, 
but all I could get it to say 
was, “ Punch in the presence 
of the passenjare.” I fought 
hard for an hour, but it was 
useless. My bead kept hum¬ 
ming “Ablue trip slip for an 
eight cent fare, a bud' trip slip 
for a six-cent fare,” and so on, 
and so on, without peace or 
respite. 

The day’s work was ruined ; 
I could see that plainly enough. 
I gave up and 
drifted down-town 
and presently dis¬ 
covered that my 
feet were keeping 
time to that re¬ 
lentless jingle. 
When i could 
stand it no longer 

I altered my step. But it did no 
good ; those rhymes accommo¬ 
dated themselves to the new step 
and went on harassing me just as 
before. 

I returned home, and suffered 
all the afternoon; suffered all 
through an unconscious and un¬ 
refreshing dinner; suffered and 
cried, and jingled all through the 
evening ; went to bed, and rolled, 
tossed and jingled right along, 
the same as ever ; got up at mid¬ 
night, frantic, and tried to read, 
but there was nothing visible 
upon the whirling page except, 

“Punch! punch 
in the presence of 
the passenjare.” 
By sunrise I was 
out of my mind, 
and everybody 
marveled and was 
distressed at the 
diotic burden of 
my ravings: 

“ Punch ! oh, punch—punch 
in the presence of the pas¬ 
senjare !” 

Two days later, on Satur¬ 
day morning, I arose, a totter¬ 
ing wreck, and went forth to 
fulfill an engagement with a 
valued friend, the Rev. Mr.-, 
to walk to the Tacott Tower, 
ten miles distant. He stared 
at me, but asked no questious. 

We started. Mr.-talked, 
talked, talked, as is his wont. I 
said nothing, I heard n thing. 
At the end of a mile, Mr.- 
said : 

'■ Mark, are you sick ? I never 
saw a man look so haggard, 
and worn, and absent-minded. 
Say something—do !” 

Drearily, without enthusiasm, 
I said: 

“ Punch, brothers, punch 
with care. Punch in the pre¬ 
sence of the passenjare!” 

My friend eyed me blankly, looked per¬ 
plexed, then said : 1 

“ I do not think I get your drift, Mark 
There does not seem to be any relevancy hi 
what you have said, certainly'nothing s-id 
and yet, may he it was the way you said tie 
words; I never heard anything 'that sounded 
so pathetic. What is-” 

But 1 heard no more. I was already far 
away with my pitiless, heart-breaking “ B]ue 
trip slip for an eight-cent fare, butf trip slip 
for a six-cent fare, pink trip slip for a three 
cent fare, punch in the presence of the pnesen- 
jare.” I do not know what occurred during 
the other nine miles. However, all of a sud¬ 
den, Mr.- laid his hand on my shoulder 
and shouted: 

“Oh, wake up! wake up! wake up! Don’t 
sleep all day ! Here we are at the Tower 
man ! I have talked myself deaf, and dumb, 
and blind, and never get a response. Just look 
at this magnificent Autumn landscape—look 
at it! look at it! Feast your eyes on it! You 
have traveled ; you have seen boasted land¬ 
scapes elsewhere. Come, now, deliver an hon¬ 
est opinion. What do you say to this?” 

Ingenious manner of refreshing the horses. 

I sighed wearily and murmured : 
“ A buff trip slip for a six-cent fare, a pink 

trip slip for a three-cent fare, punch in the 
presence of the passenjare.” 

Rev. Mr.-stood there, very grave, full 
of concern,apparently, and looked long at me. 
Then he said: 

“Mark, there is something about this that 
I cannot understand. Those are about the 
same words you said before; there does not 
seem to he anything in them, and yet they 
nearly break my heart when you say them. 
Punch iu the-how is it they go?” 

I began at the beginning and repeated all 
the lines. My friend’s face lighted with in¬ 
terest. lie said : 

“ Why, what a captivating jingle it is! It 
is almost music. It flows along so nicely. I 
have nearly caught the rhymes myself. Say 
them over just once more, and then I’ll have 
them, sure.” 

I said them over. Then Mr.-said them. 
He made one little mistake,which I corrected. 
The next time and the next lie got them 
right. Now a great burden seemed to tumble 
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Accidents and Incidents during the Great Centennial Exhibition. 

from my shoulders. That torturing jmgle de¬ 
parted out of my brain, and a grateful sense 
of rest and peace descended upon me. I was 
light-hearted enough to sing ; and I did sing 
for half an hour, straight along, as we went 
jogging homeward. Then my freed tongue 
found blessed speech again, and the pent talk 
of many a weary hour began to gush and 
flow. It flowed on and on, joyously, jubi¬ 
lantly, until the fountain was empty and dry. 
As I wrung my friend’s hand at parting, I 
said : 

“ Haven't we had a royal good time! But 
now I remember you haven’t said a word for 
two hours. Come, come, out with something!” 

The Rev. Mr.-turned a lack-lustre eye 
upon me, drew a deep sigh, and said, without 
animation, without apparent consciousness : 

“ Punch, brothers, punch 
with care. Punch in the pres¬ 
ence of the passenjare 1” 

A pang shot through mo as 
1 said to my self: 

“ Poor fellow, poor follow ! 
he has got it, now !-’ 

I did not see Mr. - for 
two or three days after that. 
Then, on Tuesday evening, 
he staggered into my pre¬ 
sence and sank dejectedly into 
a seat. He was pale, worn ; 
he was a wreck. Ho lifted his 
faded eyes to my lace, and 
said: 

“ Ah, Mark, it was a ruin¬ 
ous investment that I made 
in those heartless rhymes. 
They have ridden me like a 
nightmare, day and night, 
hour after hour to this very 
moment. Since 1 saw you I 
have suffered the torments of 
the lost. Saturday evening I 
had a call by telegraph and 
took the train 
for Boston. 
The occasion 
was the death 
of a valued old 
friend, who 
had requested 
that I should 

preach his funeral sermon. I 
took my seat in the cars and 
set myself to framing the 
discourse. But I never got 
beyond the opening para¬ 
graph ; for then the train 
started and the car - wheels 
began their ‘ clack-clack-clack- 
clack ! - clack - clack - clack - 
clack!’ and right away those 
odious rhymes fitted them¬ 
selves to that accompaniment. 
For an hour 1 sat there and 
set a syllable of those rhymes 
to every separate and distinct 
clack the car-wheels made. 
Why, I was as fagged out then 
as if I had been chopping 

wood all day. 
My skull was 
splitting with 
headache. It 
seemed to me 
that I must 
go mad if I 
sat there any 
longer; so I 
undressed and went to bed. 
I stretched myselt out in my 
berth, and — well, you know 
what the result was. The 
same thing went right along 
just the same. ‘Clack-clack- 
clack ! a blue trip slip, clack- 
clack-clack, for an eight-cent 
faro ; clack-clack-clack, a buff 
trip, clack-clack-clack, for a 
six-cent /are—punch in the 
presence of the passenjare!’ 
Sleep ? Not a single wink ! 
I was almost a lunatic when I 
got to Boston. Don’t ask me 
about tbe funeral. I did the 
best I could, but every Bolemn 
individual sentence was 
meshed and tangled and woven 
in and out with, ‘Punch, 
brothers, punch with care— 
punch in the presence of the 
passenjare.’ And the moBt dis¬ 
tressing thing was that my 
delivery dropped into the 

undulating rhythm of those pulsating rhymes, 
and 1 could actually catch absent-minded 
people nodding time to the swing of it with 
their stupid heads. And, Mark, you may 
believe me or not. but before 1 got through, 
the entire assemblage were placidly bobbing 
tbeir heads in solemn unison, mourners, under¬ 
takers and all. The moment I had finished, I 
fled to the anteroom in a state bordering on 
frenzy. Of course it would be my luck to find 
a sorrowing and aged maiden aunt of the de¬ 
ceased there, who had arrived from Spring- 
field too late to get into the church. She be¬ 
gan to sob, and said : 

“‘Oh, oh, ho is gone, he is gone, and I did 
not see him before he died !’ 

“ * Yes,’ I said,” he is gone, he is gone, he is 
gone-oh, icill this suffering never cease T 

“ ‘ You loved him, then ? Oh, you too loved 
him V 

“ ‘ Loved him ! Loved who ?’ 
“Why, my poor Oeorge! my poor ne¬ 

phew 1’ 
“‘Oh, him?—Yes—oh, yes, yes. Certainly, 

certainly. Punch, punch-oh, this misery 
will kill me!’ 

“ ‘ Bless you—bless you, sir, for these sweet 
wordsl J, too, suffer in tliiB dear loss. "Were 
you present during his last moments?’ 

“ ‘ Yes, I-whose last moments?’ 
“ * Ills—the dear departed’s.’ 
“ ‘ Y'es. Oh, yes—yes—yes / I suppose so— 

I think so—I don’t know! Oh, certainly, l 
was there—I was there!’ 

“ ‘ Oh, what a privilege—wliat a precious 
privilege! And his last words—oh, tell me 
his last words. What did he say?’ 

“ ' He said—he said-oh, my head—my 
head—my head ! He said—he said—ho never 
said anything but punch, punch—punch in the 
presence of the passenjare. Oh, leave me, 
madame—in the name of all that is generous, 
leave me to iny madness, my misery, my de¬ 
spair ! A buff trip slip for a Bix cent fare, a 
a pink trip slip for a tliree-cent fare—endur¬ 
ance can no fur-ther go—ruNcn in the pres¬ 
ence of the passenjare !’ ” 

My friend’s hopeless eyes rested upon mine 
a pregnant minute, and then he said, impress¬ 
ively : 

“Mark, you do not say anything. Yrou do 

Elegant pickpocket helps the ladies into a stage, and pays himself 
for his trouble, without making any demand. 
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A CENTENNIAL BOARD. 

“ ‘ Wit/tin night of the railway station,’ 1 read the advertisement, and am induced to go to Phila¬ 
delphia, I find I can see the station through a glass, but it is impossible to walk there." 

not offer me any hope. But, ah, me ! it is just 
as well—it is just as well. You could not do 
me any pood. The time has long pone by 
when words could comfort me. Something 
tells mo that my tongue is doomed to wag 
ioreverto the jigger of that remorseless jingle. 
There, there it is coming on me again : a blue 
trip slip for an eight-cent fare, a buff trip slip 
for a-” 

Thus murmuring faint and fainter, my 
friend sank into a peaceful trance, and forgot 
his sufferings in a blessed respite. 

IIow did I finally save him from the lunatic 
asylum? 1 took him to a neighboring uni¬ 
versity, and made him discharge the burden 
of his persecuting rhymes into the eager ears 
of the poor, unthinking students. 

How is it with them, now ? The result is too 
sad to tell. Why did I write this article ? It 
was for a worthy, even a noble, purpose. It 
was to warn you, reader, if you should come 
across those merciless rhymes, to avoid them. 
Avoid them ns you would a pestilence!—Mar/c 
Twain, in the Fhbnutry Atlantic. 

-n^D- 

“Them Girls.” 
He didn’t knock at the back door, nor did he 

sland there and toot his old dinner-horn until 
some one threatened to shoot him. He blew 
one blast and then climbed the fence and 
looked into the ash-barrel for himself, because, 
as he soliloquized : 

“ Hired girls be strange creatures. If there 
is ashes in plenty they’d as soon say there was 
not an ash. They want lots of training, them 
hired girls does.’' 

He peered Into the barrel, handled the 
ashes, and with a despairing look on his lace, 
continued : 

“Them girls! them girls! Now, don’t a 
child know more than to mix coal-ashes with 
wood-ashes ? Here’s four bushels of good 
ashes wasted because them girls didn’t know 
nothin’. When they marries and keeps house 
lor themselves their husbands has got to strug¬ 
gle and struggle, and finally die on an empty 
stomach, with the back yard full of bones and 
clothes-pins and ashes all mixed up. Dear ! 
clear 1” 

Humors of Travel. 

While the delegates from Mississippi were 
en route to the National Railroad Convention at 
St. Louis, a little scene occurred in a sleeping- 
car worthy of being noted. Walking into the 
sleeping-coach at Milan, one of the Mississippi 
delegates, stretching himself to his full 
height, demanded in thunder tones of the con¬ 
ductor : 

“ Where is my berth, sir ?” 
“ I don’t know that you have one,” replied 

the conductor. 
“ What, sir 1” answered the Mississippian, 

indignantly, “didn’t my secretary arrange 
this matter?” 

The conductor looked a little puzzled. 
“ Do you treat men of distinction as if they 

were commoners? Do you know who I ain, 
sir ?"’ 

The puzzled conductor answered that he 
did not. 

“Well, sir,” continued the Mississippian, 
with lofty air and blustering tone, “ I require 
extra attention when I travel. I am a man of 
distinction." 

The conductor drew his tablet from his 
pocket and began to scan it closely in the 
hope of finding this distinguished' gentle¬ 

man’s cognomen, or else to place it there, and 
it was with something of a tremor that he in. 
quired : 

“ What might be your name, sir?” 
“ My name? General Beauregard, sir.” 
A modest, unassuming gentleman, sitting 

within an arm’s length of the tall, portly Mis. 
sissippian, looked somewhat curiously into 
liis lace and smiled. A moment later, a Louis 
iana delegate called out, “ General Beaure¬ 
gard,” and the Mississippian was about to 
answer, when the quiet and un assuming 
Frenchman arose from liis seat and passed 
out of the car. As the Mississippian re<y>g. 
nized the features of General Beauregard, b 
slipped away into a retired corner and de¬ 
clared that he was henceforth only a private 
citiz.en with no more lofty title than that o! 
plain doctor. 

A Scientific Fallacy Exposed. 
It was reserved for a St. Louis boy to pro¬ 

duce a now act to the old and oft-repeat!-; 
drama of “ A Dog with Something Tied to 
his Tail.” It wasn’t any old ovster-can or 
split-stick affair, but something entirely new. 

The dog, which was a little black-knd-ta;; 
terrier,with an aristocratic air, was following/ 
lady, and the boy was idling along the str«: 
with a red toy balloon which he was lioldic; 
by a string. It was a very large balloon, u 
large as those toy balloons ever grow. Ti- 
lady passed the hoy and turned the corner. 
The dog came along and was about to pass tie 
boy also, when the urchin, impelled by a spin: 
of evil, grabbed him. Then, still further in¬ 
stigated by the devil and curiosity, the bo; 
tied the end of the string in his hand firmli 
about the dog’s tail, about two inches Iroi 
the end, and let go. 

The auimal started off with a yelp to rejoi: 
its mistress, but it didn’t regain her all t 
once. The balloon straightened out the ti 
in an instant, so that it pointed toward t'.- 
zenith with a kind of “ excelsior ” expressing 
and the dog’s motions carried out the iduj 
perfectly. The wind freshened up a little, it 
the dog’s hind feet were lifted off the grout 
and then began a series of remarkable but i; 
effectual movements on the part of the anim: 

It didn’t seeem to be a trained dog, but 
turned somersaults and stood on its fore fe 
and sung little snatches of song as never* 
circus dog in the world did. It would nu 
tremendous leaps and land exactly on the sj 
it jumped from, and then it would settle do 
to work with its fore legs and ply them atf 
rate of two million revolutions a minute, i 
get over the ground in a manner that ccm]d 
have been supposed under the circumstance “ 

The circumstances ivere peculiar, thoufS 
and the dog didn't, during the entire play,?? 
beyond the block. The red balloon soared w: 
all the persistency of a Columbia orator’s/ 
perbole, and the terrier’s tail refused to bift 

Then the dog got desperate, and boundt 
struggled and vaulted -while the big balk 
in the air bobbed up and down liketkew: 
on the line of a giant fishing for whales. Ai 
all the while the animal sang. Finally, t. 
string broke, and the balloon shot up towar 
the clouds. The boy disappeared at tkesai 
time, though the boy noticed something k 
a black-and-tan streak reaching for sevente 

blocks, which lasted for a moment only. 
The performance, as a whole, had beer 

success, but it left an impression on the bo;, 
mind. He concluded that his school ms? 
must be a fool. He had been taught tha' 
body impelled by two forces operating 
right angles to each other would take an 
termediate course. He had just seen that £} 
a body didn’t get along at all. t 

"When must Time hang up his scythe? 
he shall be no mower. 
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He Wanted to Pay for It. 

Ix these days of general stagnation of busi- 
nes and lack of employment, it is no uncom¬ 
mon thing to meet here and there a tramp who 
is put to his wits’ end to obtain a good square 
meal and a comfortable lodging. We have 
them here frequently, in Port Alleghany, and 
they are of a variety of classes. 

There is the genteel tramp, with stovepipe 
hat and coat of genteel cut; the less stylish 
tramp with slouch hat and threadbare coat, 
and the terribly-dilapidated tramp, with 
scarcelv anv clothing whatever. In either case 
their pockets are as barren of stamps as are 
those of a professional office-seeker. 

One of tho former stamp made our village 
a visit the other day. Directing his steps to 
the Port Alleghany House, he registered his 
name with the air of a millionaire, and said 
to the landlord that he “wanted supper, 
lodging and breakfast, and wanted to pay tor 
it, too.” 

Presuming upon a good customer, our host 
furnished him with tho best the house affords, 
and in the morning, after a hearty breakfast, 
the guest, with a well-satisfied air, said to the 

-proprietor : 
“ I am perfectly satisfied with my entertain¬ 

ment. I have been kindly fed and cared for, 
and I want to pay for it now—just as bad as I 
did last night; but the fact is, I haven’t a red 
cent about me.” 

“ You’ll do,” said the proprietor, accepting 
the situation. " Go and sell the next man.” 

And our tramp, like the Arab, folded his 
tent and silently stole away. 

Why He Wanted the Tiger. 
Tttose who attended the Bale of animals 

from Baroum’s hippodrome in Bridgeport, the 
other day, report the following occurrence : A 
tiger was being offered. The bid ran up to 
$4,500. This was made by a man who was a 
stranger, and to him it was knocked down. 
Barnum, who had been eying the stranger 
during the bidding, now went up to him and 
said: 

“Pardon me for asking the question, but 
will you tell me where you are from 

“ Down South a bit,” responded the man. 
“ Are you connected with any show ?” 
“No.” 
“ And are you buying this animal for your¬ 

self?” 
“ Yes.” 
Barnum shifted about uneasily for a mo¬ 

ment, looking alternately at the man and the 
and evidently trying his best to recon¬ 

cile the two together. 
"Now, young man,” he finally said, “you 

need not take this animal unless you want to, 
for there are those who will take it off your 
hands.” 

“ I don’t want to sell,” was the quiet reply. 
" What on earth are you going to do with 

such an ugly beast if you have no show of 
your own, and are not buying for some one 
who is a showman ?” 

“ Well, I’ll tell you,” said the purchaser. 
“ My wife died about three weeks ago. We bad 
lived together for ten years —and—I miss her.” 

He paused to wipe bis eyes and steady bis 
voice, and then added : 

“ So I’ve bought this tiger.” 
" I understand you ” said the great show¬ 

man, in a husky voice. 

The Course of True Love, Etc. 
Ax impecunious young man in Washington 

’ccently had a good deal of trouble in getting 
he connubial knot tied, and thehackman ought 
o hare been light on him, but he wasn’t. He 
lailed a conveyance early one evening, and 
oading himself and friends and intended in it, 

stipulated with the driver to pay him two dol¬ 
lars and a half for taking the party to a 
preacher and back. The driver gathered up 
tho lines and drove off. Treacher after preacher 
was visited, but were a’l too much engaged. 

Fin illy, Die party found a reverend gentle¬ 
man, whom they hustled into a shoemaker’s 
shop, where the important ceremony was per¬ 
formed. Again the party turned back, and 
after the bride and friends had descended from 
the vehicle, the hack-driver, with customary 
promptness, put his baud luto the hack for his 
fee. 

The bridegroom s. id that lie had nothing less 
than ten dollars and would pay the driver when 
he got it changed, and with a bland smile and 
patronizing air began to Insinuate himself out 
of the hack, but tliat wouldn’t do for the jehn. 
With a smile even more bland, he wanted to 
see the ten dollars, and as it did not make its 
appearance lie banged the door, shutting the 
bridegroom up, and drove off. 

The unfortunate man made several attempts 
to get out, but tho horses were lashed to their 
fullest speed, and he conclu led to go to the 
end of liis unwilling ride. He went to the end, 
which was at the Fourth Precint Station, where 
he was committed to the charge of tho station- 
keeper. Upon searching the man, the amount 
of seven cents was found in his pockets, and he 
was led back to the cell to pass Iris wedding 
night in melancholy meditation. 

A Sweet (Oil) Story. 

Mr. John Chii.ders Is an Insurance agent, 
as no doubt many of our readers arc aware, 
and thereby hangs this tale. 

Mrs. Childers, the other morning, told her 
husband, as ho was leaving the house, that she 
wanted a bottle of sweet oil, and, like tho duti¬ 

ful husband that he is, purchased the article on 
his way home to dinner. 

He noticed that the oil had a ten 'cncy fo 
exude through the stopper, and io stop ’or ho 
put the bottle in his pocket. 

Meeting a gentleman with whom he desired 
to converse on the thrilling topic of Insurance, 
lie stopped, and, warming tip to his work, was 
in a fair way to procure a risk on his life, when 
lie felt ttie fountain of speech dammed up in its 
(low by a cross current of oil gently meander¬ 
ing -down his leg into his boot. 

Notwithstanding tho extremely oily nature 
of the subject, Mr. Childers had nothing to 
say, and moved on in deep, silent disgust, leav¬ 
ing his astonished friend to hunt elsewhere 
for insurance. 

-11 m i >- 

Retribution. 
The other day, the dearly-beloved daughter 

of a plumber on West Madison Street bowed to 
the daughter of a wealthy householder on Ash¬ 
land Avenue, but the haughty aristocrat, tboug i 
she had formerly known the plebeian at school, 
cut her dead, ns she was walking with a young 
man who could bore a hole through a pine 
board with the end of his mustache—a young 
man whom she did not desire to think that she 
had any vulgar acquaintances. 

The offended girl went home, wounded to 
the quick of her sensitive nature, and tearfully 
told her father. That worthy man celled for 
the family Bible, and raising ids eyes to heaven, 
took a solemn but silent oath ; then turning to 
ids daughter, said: 

“My child, my own, your wrongs shad bo ter¬ 
ribly avenged/’ 

Next morning,when he went to his establish¬ 
ment, he called the foreman and hissed in his 
ear: 

“Next time Mr. Perkins’s pipes freeze, don’t 
send out a man till lie has seen me.” 
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Mr. Muffin, who is constitutionally timid, has himself conveyed to the Centennial in a trunk. 

A New Story of General Cass. 

SHORTLY after Mr. Cass reached the dignity 
of Governor, in 1814, lie was in Washington, 
and stopped at an aristocratic hotel there. It 
happened that the landlord of the hotel had 
a remarkable resemblance to him, in both 
manner and personal appearance. Indeed, 
when he had prepared his toilet and descended 
to the office below, many of the idle guests 
would have sainted him as landlord. 

Jones, a newly-made Member from the West, 
arrived at a certain juncture, and easily mis¬ 
taking Cass for the proprietor, stepped briskly 
up with : 

“ Ilow are you, old boy?” slapping him fa¬ 
miliarly on the shoulder. “ Can you give me 
a room at once ?” 

Disturbed at the unexpected rudeness, the 
Governor yet managed to rise to the height 
of the emergency, and bowing, answered : 

“ Excuse me, sir, but I do not quite compre¬ 
hend. I am Governor Cass, of the State of 
Michigan.” 

The enthusiastic and blundering Member 
stammerod out an apology and moved away 
to find the proprietor. 

In the evening Cass, on his way to his own 
room, met the Member in a corridor. 

“Ilello,” Baid Jones, sidling up to Cass- 
then in a confidential tone : “I want to tell 
you what a h —1 of a muss I got into. When 1 
came in this afternoon I made a thundering 
mistake, and took old Cass from Michigan for 
you.” 

The dignified Governor’s previous astonish¬ 
ment was little compared with that now. lie 
again explained that ho was Governor Cass,of 
Michigan, and stiflly bowing, passed on, leav¬ 
ing poor confused Jones in tiie hall, pondering 
on the strange fatality which seemed to fol¬ 
low him as regards “ Governor Cass, of Mich¬ 
igan.” 

No Teeth in her Upper Jaw. 

A city gentleman who had just purchased 
a farm in the country, wished to buy some 
cattle with which to stock it. He therefore 
attended an auction where cows were to be 
sold. One of them was a remarkably fine 
animal, and he bought her at a fair price. He 
was examining his purchase, when a farmer, 
who unfortunately arrived too late to buy the 

cow himself,as he intended, drove up and thus 
accosted him : 

“ I say, friend, did you bid off that cow ?” 
“ I did,” was the reply. 
“ Well, did you know she had no teeth in 

her upper jaw ?’’ 
“ No,” replied the gentleman, indignantly. 

“ Is that so ?” 
“ You can see for yourself.” 
The gentleman examined the mouth of the 

cow, and finding no upper teeth, immediately 
went to the auctioneer and required him to 
sell the cow again. 

“ What’s the trouble ?” asked tho auc¬ 
tioneer. 

“ She hasn’t any upper front teeth,” was 
the reply. 

“Very well,” replied the auctioneer, with a 
smile ; “ I’ll put her up onc3 more.” 

He did so, and the shrewd farmer who had 
given the information to the city gentleman 
bid her off at the same price. 

-r^n- 

A Valuable Opinion. 

He was a long man, with painfully thin legs 
There was a general appearance about him as 
of a man hankering for the calm solitude of 
a jail. He went into a saloon, and shambling 
up to the bar, said : 

“ Gimme whisky." 
The barkeeper filled the order promptly. 

While he was returning the decanter to its 
place the long man emptied the glass, and 
then backing up to the stove, spread his coat¬ 
tails with his hands, and proceeded to enjoy 
the genial warmth. 

“Here, you,” sung out the barkeeper, “fif¬ 
teen cents to pay." 

“ Grant’s had it two terms, and that’s quite 
enough,” said the long man. 

“ ’Tain’t enough to settle for that drink,” 
said the barkeeper, “ and now you ante.” 

“ There’s Blaine with his Amnesty Bill, but 
that won’t help him,” continued the long man. 

“ It won’t help you pay for that drink,” said 
the barkeeper, beginning to get mad. “ Come 
down with the stamps.” 

“ Morton’s financial record is bad, and that 
knocks him,” said the long man, not heeding 
the interruption. 

“ It ain’t a circumstance to the way I’ll 
knock you, if you don't pool in for that glass 
of whisky [’’exclaimed the barkeeper, augrily, 

“ Tilden has done big things, but he don't 
stand no sight,” said the long man. 

“ I guess he stands as much sight as I do 
of getting my pay,” retorted the barkeeper. 

“ Charles Francis Adams would run well if 
things worked right,” said the long man. 

“Gh, cheese that!” said tho barkeeper, 
wrathfully. 

“ Rag-baby Alien’s chances ain’t worth a 
cuss,” said the long man. 

“ lie’s worth a derned sight more’n you!” 
broke in the barkeeper. “ What in thunder 
are you trying to get through your miserable 
carcass ?” 

“What am I trying to get through me?” 
inquired the long man. 

“That s what I said,” replied the barkeeper. 
“Why, just this,” said the long man : “take 

Grant, and Blaine, and Morton, and Tilden, 
and Adams,and Allen, and the hull kerboodle 
of’em, and I don’t believe there’s oue of’em 
would ask mo to pay for that glass of whisky.” 

The barkeeper reached swiftly over and 
grabbed a glai-s. There was a dingy-looking 
streak across the shop, marking the course of 
the long man. The glass crashed against the 
wall about Bix feet from the floor, just where 
the head of the long man with thin legs should 
have been. But it wasn’t there. Its owner-' 
had vanished. 

-non- 

Driving a Bargain. 
Titere was once a farmer on Long Island, 

who was about as mean as mean could be. 
He was rich—for mean people always get rich 
—and he scrupled at nothing that would add 
a dollar to his pile. Not far from him lived a 
shiftless sort of a negro, who loved to steal 
better than he did to work; and the farmer 
said to him : 

“ Clem, I will give you fifty cents per bushel 
for all the potatoes you will bring me—and I 
don’t care where you get them.” 

Clem jumped at the chance,but asked where 
he could get them. 

“ I don’t care where. Of course you will , 
steal ’em. But that’s none of my durned bus¬ 
iness.” 

The bargain was struck, and every night 
for a week Clem would drive to the farmer’s 
house with a load of potatoes, carry them into 
the cellar, and receive his pay for them. At 
length the farmer asked him where he got 
them. “ Stole ’em, boss,” replied the darkey. 

“ Where did you steal ’em, Clem?” 
“Oh, up in your side-lot!” replied the ne¬ 

gro, while a grin took entire possession of his 
face. 

He got away in time to save his sable back, 
but that farmer hasn’t bargained with him , 
since to steal anything. 

The Latest Form of Dissipation. 
Better Half—What do you mean by 

coming home at this time in the morning, Mr. 
Tippsey ? Do you know it’s two o’clock, sir? 
How dare you?' Where have you been? 

Worse Half— On’y been to sh-shpellin’-bee. 
Y'’shee we 'ad shum rath’ difficult wordsh, so 
we were ’blige keep tup late. Took long time 
t’shpell ’em all—nineteen—twenty shyll’bles, 
some vum. 

Better Half—You reek of DRINK, Mr. Tipp¬ 
sey—DRINK ! Why, what’s this in your tail 
pocket? It is a brandy bottle! Noro, sir, what 
does this mean ? 

Worse Half—That’sli firsh prize for ehpellin’ 
correckly—word vundred and fifty shyll’bles 
—ah ! ’undredfifty ish no word for it. 

Belter Half—I’m ashamed of you, sir. I do not 
believe you are in a fit Btate to spell anything. 

Shpell en'thing ? Well, I know there’sh sum 
n’s—lotsh of n’B—and shum e’s an’ shum g’s 
an’ things. Gimme minnit t’conshider. 

Better Half— Go to bed, Mr. Tippsey—and if 
ever you go to a spelling-bee again-” 
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i Card-table Compassion. 

“So ! Miss Hectic died this morning of con¬ 
sumption. She was no more than seventeen: 
a line girl.” 

“ Ah ! is she dead ? Poor thing !—what’s 
tramps ?” 

“The man is dead, my dear, whom we em¬ 
ployed to clean the mouth of that well behind 
the house, and which he fell into-’’ 

“ Is he ? I thought he would not recover— 
play a spade, ma'am.” 

“There were upwards of a thousand killed 
in the lust engagement In the East Indies. How 
many childless parents are now in sorrow !’’ 

“ Ah ! many, indeed—that odd trick is ours.” 
“The captain is now reduced to such poverty 

that I am told it would be a charity to send bis 
family a joint of meat.” 

“That’s hard—I have not a heart, indeed, 
sir.” 

“ He fed on bis head, and has been delirious 
ever since, and the physicians have no hopes 
that he will recover the use of his reason-’’ 

“ 01), I recollect; he rode against somebody 
—play a spade, if you please.’’ 

“The prospect to the poor at present is 
dreadful ; indeed, there will be a powerful ap¬ 
peal to the feelings of the rich.’’ 

‘•Yes; one really gives so much in charity 
—I’ll bet you a dollar on the best club.” 

“ Pray, ma’am, have you heard of the dread¬ 
ful accident which has liappehed to Mrs.- 

“ What ? her son drowned ? Oh, yes—you 
are eight; you can call.” 

“ George, ma’am, George, I am sorry to say 
it, put an end to his life last Tuesday-’’ 

“ Yon don’t say so—I have two honors in my 
own hand.’’ 

“Yes ; and as misfortune never comes alone, 
Ills mother and sister are In a state of distrac¬ 
tion.” 

“Dear me! that’s bad—single, double, and 
the rub !” 

Exeunt, counting their money. 

How a Minister Got his Wedding Fee. 
Recently a minister,residing near Crescent, 

in this Slate, went three miles lrom home to 
perform a wedding ceremony. After the couple 
bad been pronounced man and wife, the happy 
groom drew up a chair, and seating himself, 
said in a voice loud enough to be heard all over 
the room : 

“ Well, how much is it ?” 
The clergyman’s surprise may be easily im¬ 

agined. As soon as he had recovered from it 
Bufflcienlly to do so, he replied : 

“ Oh, I never set any price on such little 
matters.’’ 

“Well,” replied the groom, “but I want to 
know. How much is it ?” 

l! Anything you like,” replied the clergyman. 
That won’t do,’’ said the groom. “I’m 

hound to know, so you may as well tell me.” 
Seeing that thlngR were getting desperate, a 

friend of the newly-married man called him 
aside and whispered to him. This seemed to do 
no good, for, returning to the vacant chair, the 
groom again commenced conversation with the 
remark: 

“ Pretty hard times, ain’t it ?” 
“Yes,” replied the clergyman. 
“Oh, come, now,” said Benedick, “tell me 

how much it is, and have ('one with it.” 
But the minister didn’t tell, and the father of 

the bride relieved him just then by remarking 
that he would attend to the matter. And thus 
It stood lor awhile when, to the dominie’s 
great surprise, the bride appeared upon the 
scene. 

She walked up and laid three one-dollar bills 
upon his knee, counting In a loud voice, as she 
did so, “ one, two, three,’’ and ending with 
“ there !” She had been a factory girl, and it 
was evident that site was the “moneyed man”of 
the new firm. 

Tho dominie enjoyed the Joke, and many of 
his friends have had a hearty laugh over It at 
his expense. 
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That Milk-can. 

ONE morning recently a Boston man surged 
around the corner into Dodge’s market, and 
dropped down upon an empty peach crate, 
ejaculating: 

“ Topbet 1” 
Tim said: 
“ What’s the matter with you?” 
And the old man wiped the sweat from his 

face, and said : 
“ Young feller, I’d give seventy-five thou¬ 

sand dollars to git my hands onto that durnod 
whitewash peddler that leaves me milk. Last 
Fall,” continued the old man, “I put up a 
storm-door over the back stairs and trom that 
day to this my milkman (with devilish persis¬ 
tency and unhallowed depravity) has sot uiy 
pail, after fillin’ it witli milk, hard up ag’inst 
the storm door on the top step, and as soon as 
1 try to open the door, over goes the pail. I 
writ more’n four thousand notes and pinned 
’em onto the steps, for that man to leave the 
pail on the lower step,hut’s no use. I’ve opset 
viore’n three hundred gallons of milk this 
Winter, and there ain’t a cussed cat in Ward 
Four that don’t know just where to come for 
her breakfast. For the last two months I’ve 
ginorally gone out through the front hall and 
round the back yard and brought in the pail. 
I did so this mornin’, but forgot to take my 
night-key, and here I am shut out in the cold. 
The old woman is up-stairs asleep, and so 
darned deaf that Gabriel hisself couldn’t make 
her hear nothin’. 1 wish that everlastin’ milk¬ 
man bad to chaw strychnine till he was a 
corpse.” 

Ar.d the old man ground his heel into the 
floor and looked wicked. 

same identical bird, and the truthful citizen 
was encouraged to say : 

“ Coming down this morning I saw my first 
robin." ' 

The merchant took him by the arm, led him 
into a doorway, and earnestly said : 

“ See here, John, we’ve been friends for fif¬ 
teen years?” 

“ Yes.” 
“And I’ve lent you monev, and always 

spoken well of you, haven’t I ? 
‘‘You have.” 
“ Well, now, for Heaven’s sake, don t go 

into lying for a regular thing. It’s well and 
good enough to lie once in a while, but don’t 
make a practice of if.” 

“ But I did see a robin,” exclaimed the dis¬ 
tressed citizen. 

“ Oh, come now !” 
“But I did.” 
“Then farewell, John,” sighed the mer¬ 

chant. “ I’ve got my family to care for, my 
store to run, and I can’t be seen talking to 
any such person." 

The citizen saw a robin. It was a live robin 
—an early bird. And yet he didn’t dare tell 
another soul of it. In fact, when asked if he 
hadn’t seen a robin around, ho denied it! 

-- 

The Biter Bit. 

A men and jolly bachelor took great pleas¬ 
ure in dining and wineing his friends ; so, one 
afternoon, as he sat smoking after dinner, one 
of his guests, who shall be called Jim, com¬ 
mented on the beauty of a new dining-table 
which Hiram had recently purchased. 

“ It’s the finest black walnut I ever saw,” 

said Jim, “ and the only fault I have with the 
table is this—it’s just a little too high. A 
table shouldn’t exceed two feet five, and this 
is at least one inch higher." 

“ I’ll bet you," offered Hiram, “ that it j8 
only twenty-nine inches high.” 

“ Don’t bet, Hiram ; I’m sure of it—for my 
eye, ”s I have reason to know, is always cor¬ 
rect. ’ 

“ I’ll bet you fifty dollars, Jim, that it is 
only twenty-nine inches high.” 

“Oh, if you’re willing, Hiram,PI1 make the 
bet; but I tell you beforehand the table is at 
least thirty inches high.” 

“Of course, Jim, if you’re right I’ll pay the 
money at once.” 

“ Well, then, fork over the coin. I meas¬ 
ured the table this very morning, aud it's just 
thirty inches high !” 

And Jim burst into a fit of laughter. 
“ I know you did,” said Hiram, “ for I saw 

you do it, and knowing what a liking you 
have for practical joking, I immediately sus¬ 
pected your object. As soon as you left the 
house I sent for a carpenter and had an inch 
sawed off every leg. So, you see, my dear 
friend Jim, that the biter has been ’bitten. 
Hand over the cash ! ’ 

Jim paid Hiram the fifty dollais, amid the 
laughter of everybody but himself. 
-- 

His Lodge. 
It got so at last that his wife began to won¬ 

der what business “ the lodge’’had on hand 
that it should meet four or five times per 
week. 

He was out four nights a week until eleven 
o’clock, and he came home with redness in 

The First Robin. 

A GTtAY-17aiked man living on the Case 
farm came down to Detroit and reported that 
ho had seen a robin flying among the trees, 
and added that Spring must be near; be told 
the solemn truth. He wouldn’t have lied 
about it for ten thousand dollars, and yet what 
was his reward ? 

As he entered a cigar-store, he said : 
“ Well, I’m ahead of you folks. I saw a 

robin as I came down.” 
The four men seated around the stove 

smiled fiendish smiles, and stuck up their 
noses, and turned their heads away.” 

“Don’t you believe it?’’ asked the good 
man. 

“ You are insane 1” they shouted in chorus. 
“ Do you think we are fools or infants ?” 

“ But I did see one.” 
And then they felt his head, asked him to 

run out his tongue, tried to count his pulse, 
and ho went away with a heavy heart. He 
went into a lawyer’s office, and the lawyer’s 
greeting was so kind that the honest-hearted 
citizen said : 

“ SVell, I saw a robin this morning.” 
The lawyer’s countenance fell. He tried to 

occupy all the chairs in the office with his feet, 
and after a long time he inquired; 

“ You have never fully recovered from that 
fall, have you ?” 

“ But I really saw a robin,” persisted the 
citizen. 

The lawyer sighed, lit his cigar, and as he 
took up his pen, lie said to himself : 

“ Sorry for it—used to he a brilliant fellow 
—probably have a guardian appointed.” 

The citizen felt discouraged, aud was on 
his way to the post-office, when he met a 
merchant, who slapped him on the back and 
exclaimed : 

“ ’Hah for Spring 1” 
“ It’s only a few days away,” replied the 

citizen.” 
“ Only a few days—coming right along.” 
There was a man who had perhaps seen the 

PREPARING FOR THE CENTENNIAL. 

Brown’s mother-in-law.—“ Now, Thomas, I ain't comm agin' till the Centennial. Jest set a 
Jag, an' I'll come then." 

Brown.—“ Well, suppose then you come when we are gone." 



CENTENXIA L FEN. 23 

THE POOR PHILADELPHIAN'S. 

Mr. Briggs, having just built himself a house in Philadelphia, is overwhelmed with jog and the 
cousins of his aunt, who come down to stag through the show. 

liis eyes, and his step was unsteady as be 
passed down the ball. 

He 6aid “the lodge” business was mighty 
^iinrd on the muscles, and that candidates wore 

coming in by tbe hundreds. 
One night he groaned out in his sleep, and 

talked of “ the right bower,” and yelled out 
“ spades!” and tbe wife wondered still more. 
Tbe other evening she took a position where 
she could see who went up-stairs into the 
lodge rooms. Her husband passed bv, and 
entered a place where rows of bottles adorn 
the shelves, and coffee and spice stand in a 
saucer on the counter to purify tbe breath. 
When she went in he was one in four at a 
table. Each one of tbe four was looking at 
tbe pictures on some cards held in his hand. 

‘‘So this is the lodge, is it?” she inquired, 
as she stood before him. 

He was caught, and he resolved to make a 
clean breast of it. He laid his cards down, 
rose up and gave her his arm, and said : 

" I "’on’t lie to you, Mary. This is not the 
lodge-room—this is where we stop fora minute 
to beat the blasted enemies of our craft out of 
their surplus greenbacks ! When I come home 
to-night, Mary, I’ll bring that shawl you 
spoke of. ’ 

1 he regularity with which that man now 

hangs around home every evening in the week 
is astonishing. 

Amos’s Little Trouble. 

Tttf, new year brought trouble to that good 
old negro, Amos. Yesterday he entered Gen¬ 
eral (I-’s law-office, and seemed to be in 
deep distress. 

“ Have you got a case, Amos?”inquired the 
general. 

“ Yes, gineral, I's got a pow’ful bad case, 
sah,” said Amos, shaking his head gloomily. 

*• What’s the trouble ?” 
“I want to git me a revorce, Gineral. Me 

and dat gal what’s been my wife is fallen out, 
sah.” 

“ Well, that is bad. Let us see if you have 
grounds for a divorce. What has she been 
doing ?” 

“ Why, sah, she’s jist been particularly rais¬ 
ing de old Harry round de house fur de last 
four weeks. Fust thing foremost she tuk ali 
de money she could find ’bout de house to buy 
Chris’mus giffs fur herself, and when I ax her 
for dat money back ag’in, she jist cussed me 
out from bead to heels, sah!” urged Amos. 

“ What else?” 
“ Well, secon’ly, sah, she invited two of her 

sisters to come dar and quarter on me fur do 
whole ob de holidays, tuk my bed fur ’em to 
sleep on, and when 1 ’fused to gib it up and 
got in it myself, she cut de cords and lemme 
collapse through onto de fio’ and den split my 
biskit board ober my head, right dar, sahl” 
pointing to a sore place on his head. 

“ Anything more?” 
'I stood dat putty well, gineral, and nebber 

nuflin more ob her meanness ’twixt dat time 
and de odder night, when dev gib a party 
down heah to dat nigger boarding houso on 
Decatur Street. Den she cum up to me and 
sez: ‘ Amos, you doesn’t go to parties, and 
my second cousin Josefus is up hyar an' 1 
want you to lend him dem black suit ob Sun¬ 
day clo’s ob yours.’ Now, gineral,dat hog-eye 
Josefus wuz dat gal’s sweetheart 'fore I mar¬ 
ried her, and dat talk made me madder’n 
blazes, and I upsot things round dar in a 
hurry!” 

“ What did you do?” 
“ I got on my mussel, and fur an old man I 

am a boss nigger when 1 gits started. I jist 
reached out dis liynr right hand and fotclied 
her a biff on de mouf dat made her t’ink dar 
was a bone fact’ry started under her nose, 
flung her down de back stairs, and emptied 
’bout 'leven flower-boxes full ob yeartli on 
her. ’Bout dat time Josefus he come in de¬ 
gate, and he no more dan sot his foot on de 
step 'fore I jumped in among him, and I tell 
yer de honest truf, gineral, dar ain’t nuff ob 
dat nigger’s hido left on him to patch yer 
slipper at de toe! And dat’s wharfore I wants 
a revorce. ’Kase dis marrying ’mong de nig¬ 
gers nowadays is got down to a loaferin’, cut¬ 
throat bi/.ness, anyhow.” 

Amos was given full legal advice in the 
case, but it didn’t quite suit his side of the 
matter.—Atlanta, Constitution. 

The Power of Music. 
I am agent for the - Life Insurance 

Compnny, and had been energetically canvass¬ 
ing Piptown. Before I had been there a week, 
I had nailed every adult citizen for a policy 
except Uncle Charley Brown, the livery-stable 
man. He wouldn’t insure. I tried him seven 
times a day, but lie remained firm. 

I was in despair. My reputatiou was at 
stake. I was bound to Lave Uncle Charley 
someway, but I didn’t see how. I became 
gloomy and despondent. Finally, I took coun¬ 
sel with a sewing-machine man who was stay¬ 
ing in town. 

“ Well,” said he, “ I reckon Uncle Charley 
is a bard subject. Never tried to sell him a 
machine,for tiiere are no women at liis houBe. 
By-the-way, let me sell you one of our im¬ 
proved machines—double oscillating crank 
movement, patent agrafe attachment, anchor 
escapement, copper fastened, vox liumana 
stop-” 

“ Stop !” said I. “ I gave you a promise the 
other day when you insured. Now. if you will 
tell me bow to get a policy out of Uncle Char¬ 
ley, I’ll buy a machine.” 

“My boy,” be asked, “you have heard of 
the power of music ?’’ 

" Well ?” 
“ Are you a playist ?” 
“Some.” 
“ Serenade him !” 
That night, as the village clock deep tolled 

the hour of one dozen, shippers' count, I was 
under the old man’s window, with an accor¬ 
dion. 

Ah ! that was music! I played and sang. 
It was the essence of the Swiss bell-ringers. 
Blind Tom, and the Boston Peace Jubilee all 
in one. 

I was hardly half through the first psnlm, 
when the old fellow looked out of the window. 

“ Here, young man,” said he, “you’ve made 
a mistake. There ain’t no gals here. I'm an 
old man-” 
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In going to the Centennial, wear a cheeked shirt. Re¬ 
member, in ease of accidents, that the company is 
responsible for everything “ checked.” 

Don’t be absurd and complain you have “ no scat." Merely 
request a place to put it in. 

I Btruck up " Silver Threads Among the 
Gold.” 

“ Git away from there, I tell yon !” he then 
shouted. 

“ Come down and insure,” said I. 
“Oh, it’s you, is it?” said Uncle Charley. 

“ Well, if you ain’t got a limestone cheek on 
you, I never seed one.” 

Then I played and sang, “ Her Cheek was 
Like the Blushing Rose.” 

“See here,” howled Uncle Charley, “did 
you know there was a young doctor in town 
that wants a case ? There’ll be a patient ready 
lor him directly.’’ 

“Come and examine our new Tontine plan,’ 
said I. 

Down came a bucket of water on me. I 
struck up, “That's How the Water Comes 
Down at Lodore ” (which has just been set to 
music by a friend of mine in New York). I 
played and sang about three bars,when a pan 
of flour fell over me. I changed off into, “ ’Tis 
but a little faded flower.” 

“ 1 say,” bellowed the old man, “ you ever- 
lastin’ snoozer, ain't you goin’ to clear out?” 

“Sir,” I replied, in silver tones, “think it 
not. That’s old. Allow me to call your at¬ 
tention to our clause No. 1749. The plan, you 
will see, is purely mutual. Our rates-’’ 

“ My friend,” observed Uncle Charley," I am 
going to give you exactly three seconds to go 
West. Improve the shining hour, or I’ll come 
down there and ram heaven out of you.” 

“ Ram ?” said I ; “ ram—ram-oh, yes, I 
recollect.” And I proceeded to give him : 

“ The horns upon this ram 
They reached up to the moon, 

And men went up in December 
And didn’t come down till June.” 

The door flew open, and Uncle Charley 
rushed out and— embraced me I 

“ Oh 1” said he—“ that tune! I haven't 
heard it before for fifty years. It brings back 
the happy hours of childhood. My mother 
used to sooth me to sleep with that tune. 

‘ The wool upon his back’—oh, that good old 
tunel ‘And if you don’t believe me, And 
think I tell a lie, Just come down to Derby, 
And see as well as 1.’ Whoop ! Come in and 
sit down. I want to hear that ag’in!” 

Uncle Charley is now insured in our com¬ 
pany. Reader, prepare; I coming around your 
way before long. 

-n«ii- 

Conversations for the Times. 
On the Boston Boat. 

Mr. Nirvus—I Bay, Timmerus, old chap, 
d’ye see that gentlemanly-looking man in 
gold spectacles coming down the gangway ? 
Well, d’ye see that wooden box he’s got, eh ? 
I say, old chap, it seems rather heavy, doesn’t 
it? Don’t turn white, you give one the 
horrors! 

Mr. limmerus—I'm not turning white! You 
are. Look! don’t you think the mate is look¬ 
ing suspiciously at it ? lie is coming this way 
with it. Here, I’ll be back in a minute ; I’ve 
forgotten something down below—that is, up 
aloft—in the forecastle—on the keel—down— 
down- 

Mr. Nirvus—Don’t be an idiot,—it’s all right. 
He's got it under his arm ; he wouldn’t carry 
it there if there was anything explos- 

Mr. Timmerus—Good gracious! oh, lor! He 
is taking it down-stairs to the cabin. Some 
strange and fatal impulse urges me to plunge 
headlong after him and learn the whole dread¬ 
ful truth. Don't let my wife and children 
starve ; we have been friends for a long time. 
Here is my tobacco-pouch as a souvenir. 
Adieu ! adieu ! 

Mr. Nirvus—Dear me, I wish he wouldn’t; 
he quite unnerves one! What a fearful time 
he is down there ! Perhaps the vessel is blow¬ 
ing up gradually, and he is the first victim. 
I wonder if it would be safer on the paddle- 
box ? What an awful time he is—this sus- 
spense is kil- Ha! there is bis head above 
the cabin stairs. 

Mr. Timmerus—He’s put that box in his 
berth—it is just under yours. The lid is nailed 
on, and there is a string round it. I Baw his 
initials on his portmanteau, and his name be¬ 
gins with a T! 

Mr. Nirvus—If you were a man you’d go 
and get it and throw it overboard. I would in 
a minute, only I want to keep my eye on my 
carpet-bag and can’t leave- Hullo ! he has 
gone down again. I’ll raise an alarm. 

Chorus of Passsengers—Oh,horror! There is 
a gentlemanly-looking man in gold specta¬ 
cles down in the cabin with a wooden b< x ! It 
is all over with us, but we die repentant. 

Mr. Timmerus— He is undoing the string 
and taking the lid off. I was about to run him 
through with my penknife, but he saw me. 
I am sure I have never robbed anybody nor 
done anything particularly wicked ; I’m quite 
calm and collected ; and my stepmother will 
never, never see me on Boston pier. 

Chorus of Passengers— He has gone down 
again to beard the wooden box in its den ! 
Isn’t he brave ? 

Mr. Timmerus—It is all right—it is a box 
of figs. He says figs always prevent sea¬ 
sickness, and he never travels without ’em. 
He is a very sociable fellow indeed; he offered 
me some figs, but I don’t feel inclined to eat 
figs just now ; it’s rolling too much. I do not 
feel inclined to eat anything. Just give me a 
hand to the side of the boat—I’m—oh, lor-” 

Mr. Nirvus—All right, I’ll—join you, old— 
old—chap. 

Not Quite Harmonious. 

They drove into town recently behind A 
cross-eyed mule and a spavined horse. They 
looked contented, but one member of the party 
was the bead of the house, for she handled the 
ribbons, and when they halted she hitched the 
team, while he stood demurely by and took the 
basket of eggs and her shopping satchel as she 
handed them out. 
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When going to the Centennial, purchase an accident insurance ticket. When at a high rate of speed, 
it is so comforting to refect that you will soon realise on your investment. 

snow-drift, just remember that yon heard her 
say she’d make me sick.” 

And grasping his bundle he followed his bet¬ 
ter hall" out the door. 

It Was His. 
At an early hour the other morning a police¬ 

man halted a colored man who was lugging a 
large basket up the street, and demanded to 
knowr where he got it. 

“ Dat basket has been in my family six years, 
sab,’’ replied the colored man. “ Dat ’ar basket 
was born down in Yirginy, removed to dis town 
when young, an’ hez been behavin’ himself in 
de fust-ratest kind eber sence.” 

“I didn’t know but you picked it up in some 
yard,’’ observed the officer. 

“I see de p’int ob dat remark bery clearly, 
but I ain’t dar. Ef I wus on de pick, an’ ef 1 
had picked dis yer basket up, an’ ef you had 
picked me an’ de basket up dis morning, dar 
would pave been animal life in de basket.” 

‘‘Chickens?'’ queried the oflicer. 
“I believe dat chickens, an’clothes lines, an’ 

buck-saws come under de head of animal life,” 
gravely replied the colored man, and he moved 
on. 

The Locality of the Fire. 

The Atlanta ConsiUuiion relates this: Pete 
got out his Sunday hat yesterday and came 
down-town with it on his head. Some of the 
bootblack darkies espied the unlamiltar tile and 
one yelled : 

“ Uncle Pete, whar was de boss ob de store 
when you bought dat hat?” 

They disposed of their produce at the grocery, 
and then entered a drygoo.ls-store. 

She made a few trifling purchases of thread, 
pins, needles and such things, and then called 
for two knots of yarn. 

“That won’t be enough, Mary,’’said the man, 
plucking at her dress. 

“I guess I know what I’m buying,’’ she re¬ 
torted. 

“But it ain’t more’n half what you've bad 
afore,” he persisted. 

“Well, that’s none of your bisness ! These 
socks are going to be for me, and if I want ’em 
short, you can have yourn come way up to your 
neck if you want to.” 

The old man bowed to the inevitable with a 
long sigh, as his partner turned to the clerk 
and said : 

“Two yards of cheap shirtin’, if ye please.’’ ( 
“ That ain’t enough, Mary,’’ said the old man, 

plucking at her dress again. 
“Yes, ’tls.” 
“ No, it ain’t.” 
“Well, it’s all you’ll git,” she snapped. 
“ Put it up, then, mister,” said he, turning to 

the clerk ; “put it up an1 we won t have any.” 
“ Who’s a-doin’ this buyin’, I should like to 

know?” hissed the woman. 
“You are, Mary—you arc,” he admittel. 

“But you can’t palm o*lT no short shirts on me.’’ 
“ You act like a fool, John Spiner.” 
“ Mebbe I do, Mary, but I’ll be dumnod to 

gosh if I’ll have half a shirt. No ! not if I go 
naked.” 

“Wall, i say two yards is enough to make any 
one two shirts,” she snapped. 

“Mebbe that's enough for you, Mary,’’ he 
said, very quietly ; “p’raps you can git along 
with a collar-button and a neck-band, but that 
ain’t me; and I don’t propose to freeze my legs 
to save eight cents.” 

“Git what you want, then!” she shrieked, 
pushing him over the stool—“ git ten yards— 
git a hull piece-git a dozen pieces if you want 
’em, but remember that I’ll make you sick for 
this!’’ 

“Four yards, if you please, mister—just four 
yards," said he to the clerk ; “and just remem¬ 
ber,’ he continued, “ if you hear of ’em findin’ 
me with my head busted, friz to death in a 

A PRESCRIPTION THAT WORKS BOTH WATS, 

Stout Party—“ Why, how do you do ? Going to Philadelphia ?" 
Thin Party—“ Yes ; my physician says 1 must fatten up. I’m guile run down.” 
Stout Party—“Why, how can that he ? My doctor has ordered me to Philadelphia to get some 

of the fat off." 
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GOOD FOK HIGH. 

“ A chllar apiece for catfish ! Absurd ! It's my belief you're a swindler.” 
“ Take care, young man ; I'm a brother, I am. That's the regular price, and you ought to be glad 

you're allowed to come to Thiladelphia." 

“ Go ’way, boy ; don’t fool wld me !” warned 
Pete. 

“ Shoot do hat wld a blackin’-box !” said an¬ 
other boy. 

“Look hyar, you young sassy-boy, yer ain’t 
been out de chain-gang long ’null to talk to me 
dat way said Pete. 

“ I ain’t, eh ? I thank yer, I kin git in de 
chain-gang widout sassin yer, yer ole tar-face, 
china-eye nigga!" 

“ Nebber mind, now—don’ you boys make 
me mad. I done caushun yer, now 1” threat¬ 
ened Pete. 

“ Wliar was de Are las’ night, ole lampblack ?” 
Pete whirled around and caught one of his 

tormentors across his knee, and then set his 
arm In motion in fatherly style, remarking : 

“ Whar wuz de Are ? You know whar de Ore 
is, don’ yer ? Better git de Warm and git out de 
logins, hadn’t yer? Why don’yer holler Are, 
say ? Dis is a sorter konAergashun, ain’t it P 
Want to run wid de mersneen, don’ yer ? Well, 
now, try to run, will yer? yer little wad of 
cbimbley-sut, yer !” 

Just then the boy seemed to prefer cold 
weather. 

Organizing the Forty-fifth Congress. 

Whrs1 Big English saw that It was going to be 
a lonesome day for the bootblacks of Detroit he 
set his head to work to devise something to 
break the monotony. About ten o’clock he got 
a number of boys Into the alley behind the 
Post OAlco, and organized the “Forty-Afth 
Congress.” 

Big English is a regular reader of the daily 
papers, and he is a great organizer. It took 
him but Ofteen minutes to get tho ‘‘House” 
and “ Senate ” running so smoothly that law¬ 
yers and others looked down from their win¬ 
dows with great Interest. 

“ Who’s a liar?’’ yelled a white-headed boy, 
as he jumped tip. 

“Oh, dry up !” shouted Sixth Ward Tom. 
“ Put him out—he was in tiie Rebel Array !” 

called a boy from Grand River Avenue. 
“ Some one clubbed my dog Atteen years ago, 

and I can never forgive him,” howled Straw¬ 
berry Bob. 

“Git out the records and less see who was 
loyul,’’ put in King’s boy. 

Big English rapped on his box to restore 
order, but King Tommy threw up his hat, and 
yelled : 

‘•I moves for the aizes and the nozes.” 
“ He can’t gag me !’’ shouted a lathy boy 

from Windsor. 
“ Less have a salary grab,” piped a Congress 

Street boy. 
“ The peepul won’t stand it,” whooped an¬ 

other. 
“ Ain’t we the peepul ? ’ demanded a boy on 

the railing. 
“ Are we one country ?” asked tiie Speaker, 

as he rose up. 
111 are, but you ain't!’’ yelped NIckety Nick. 
“Doesn’t one Hag float for us all? ’ continued 

the Speaker. 
“It does about tax-time !” screamed a cross¬ 

eyed youth from Springweils. 
Somebody kicked the honorable Speaker. He 

then struck tiie honorable gentleman from Wis¬ 
consin. The houorable gentleman from Wis- 
sonsln smashed at the honorable gentleman 
from Georgia, and hair stood up and coat-tails 
stood out. When the row had quieted down, 
the honorable Speaker remarked : 

“It was pretty good for the fust time, though 
you didn’t abuse each other enough.” 

•-<'<»'>- 

New Reading—To the poor, all things are 
poor. 

TJngorgeous Joseph’s Mother. 

Adown the New York Central Road,the other 
day, an old lady got into a drawing-room car 
on a train coming to New York. It is seldom 
that old-fashioned old women patronize these 
cars, but she paid her extra without grumbling 
and was assigned a chair next a young man. 

He was a stunner. 
He had pale-blue eyes. He parted his hair in 

the middle. He had on delicate clothes. He 
gave the old lady one feeble glance and then 
leaned back and closed his eyes. 

She got her bundles nicely piled up, and then 
gave the young man a square, thorough look¬ 
ing over. She had never beheld anything like 
him on land or sea. 

“ Say, boy,” she said, giving his knee a push, 
after she had eyed him to her satisfaction. 

He opened his eyes, glared at her in blank 
amazement, and might have doubted his senses 
had she not continued : 

“ Wake up—I want to talk to you.’’ 
“I do not know you,” he drawled, turning 

his head away. 
“That don't make a bit of difference,” she 

cheerfully replied. “I won’t bite you, and you 
won’t bite me. I want to ask where on earth 
you got them duds ?” 

“Duds! duds!” he repeated, giving her a 
terrible look. 

“ I s’pose I ought to have said clothes,” she 
went on, “ but Joseph calls ’em duds, and I’ve 
got used to the word. You’ve got on the best¬ 
looking suit of clothes I’ve seen in forty years. 
The mlnit I set eye3 on you I was struck by 
your gorgeousness.” 

“ Who—are—you ?” be faintly gasped. 
“Oh, don’t go to being reserved and high- 

toned now,” she pleaded. “Joseph always has 
so much trouble to get any duds to suit him. 
and he’s always blowing around so much about 
fashion that 1 want to get posted up a bit. You 
have got the loveliest necktie on that I ever 
saw. Did you buy it, or is it one your mother 
made out of an old s.lk dress ?’’ 

He tried to wilt her with a look, and then 
leaned back and closed his eyes again. 

“And that shirt-bosom,’’ she went on again. 
“Joseph always stuck to it that I didn’t know 
how to do up a shirt, aud now 1 see tiie poor 
boy was right. Is that a linen or a cotton 
bosom ?’’ 

He refused to answer, and she reached over 
and grabbed at it, and said : 

“ Excuse me, but I believe it’s half cotton, 
anyway !” 

“ Fiends, madanie!” he gasped, as lie 
straightened up and nave her a terrible scowl. 

“Don’t swear —don’t!” she pi aded, laying 
her hand on his arm. “ I see it is all linen, and 
I’d give the best cow on our farm if I could put 
such a polish on a shirt as that! Does your 
mother use common starch or is it some kinu 
of patent gloss ?’’ 

He grabbed at a newspaper and made as if 
he were reading, but she kept ou : 

“Ami such a vest and coat! I’ve heard about 
damasks and purple and tapestry, but I never 
saw ’em before. I suppose that coat alone cost 
ton or ’leven dollars, didn't it?” 

“My God! Why will you talk to me ?’’he 
whispered from behind his newspaper. 

“ Don’t swear, young man ! Joseph is rising 
of twenty-two, and I don’t believe be ever 
swore in his life. Poor boy ! I wish he was 
here to see this gorgeousness. I can’t say that 
I like his taste altogether. He runs to sky-blue 
and yailer and greeu in his clothes, and I don’t 
think he’ll ever be gorgeous like you. He’s 
been ungorgeous ail his life, and tain’t likely 
his taste will ever change much. Was that 
coat made for you, or did you trade for it ?” 

He couldn’t wheel ids chair around on ac¬ 
count of her feet, and after getting her breath 
she went on : • 

“ And such boots ! Not a rip nor patch to be 
seen ! Joseph had never hal such a pair of 
boots in his life,and he’s always worked like an 
ox. Do you make it a rule to get your boots 
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IIoic Conductors can most appropriately scat their passengers. 

one size too large or one size too small ? And 
do you use lard on ’em, or is it this common 
stove-blacking? I believe I’ll get Joseph a pair 
like ’em when I’m in York. Perhaps I can com¬ 
mence at his feet and gradually train him to be 
gorgeous all over.” 

He leaned forward and looked out of the 
window, hoping to get rid of her. She rose up 
and peered out and said : 

“I hope they haven’t run over a critter and 
that they won’t get stuck fist on a sand bar, or 
blow up, or anything !’’ 

She sat down and rubbed the glasses of her 
spectacles, and then returned to business by re¬ 
marking : 

“I s’pose you wear undershirts, don’t you ?’’ 
“My heavens ! madame !” he gasped. 
‘•There you go again ! You might know Jo- 

soph for a whole year and you’d never hear 
him use such blasphemous oaths as you utter. 
Perhaps, though, your lather was a great, 
swearer. I’ve heard that such things run in a 
family, same as warts, and biles, and consump¬ 
tion. I asked about undershirts because Joseph 
won't wear ’em. He says they make him itch. 
I believe they are healthy, and 1 believe if I 
could git him to wear one I could soon learn 
him to be gory eons. I’ve heard say they could 
be bought as low as two shillings apiece. Do 
you know how they sell ’em in Y-rk ?•’ 

He leaned back again, and site reached over 
and grabbed a handful of his hair, Del 1 her 
hand up, put it to her nose and exclaimed : 

1 And there’s another mystery solved. Joseph 
always stuc; to it. that coons’ ile was a fashion¬ 
able hair-ile; but lie was wrong. I’ll bet my life 
that ile never saw a coon in its born days. 
There s a sort o’ raw edge to coon’s ile which 
can’t be taken off. I believe I’ll git some of 
this in lork for Joseph. Just as long as he 
plugs around with coon’s ile in his hair an 1 
lampblack on liis boots. I might as well try lo 
upset the barn as to tbiuk of making him gor¬ 
geous. Do you think that gorgeousness or un- 
gorgeousness runs in a family ?” 

“Great Ctesars ! Won’t you let me alone ?’’ 
lie hissed. 

“And still another piratical oath!’’ she re¬ 
plied, locking her fingers together and looking 
very solemn. “ I'm a leetle afraid, young man, 
that you are on the high road to destruction. 
Won’t you pause, for my sake ?” 

He didn’t say, and after heaving several 
sighs she suddenly exclaimed : 

“ And you’ve got on a shirt that buttons on 
the bind. Well, well, such gorgeousness ! I’ve 
tried and tried to g-*t them shirts onto Joseph, 
but lie's sot agin ’em and won’t heed me. He 
says it isn’t natural—’tisn’t reasonable—’tisn’t 
philosophy for shirts to button up bind-end 
foremost. I like to have Joseph stick to phil¬ 
osophy. for that shows eddication ; but I do 
honestly believe, at ween you and me, that the 
first step to being gorgeous is wearing one of 
them hind-end-before shirts. Don’t you ?’’ 

He rose up, leaped over her bundles, and 
hurried into the smoking-compartment, and 
she did not see him again. 

-- 

Pat and the Pig. 

A Vermont farmer, having killed a pig, and 
not wishing to divide witli his neighbors—as 
was the custom—said to his man, who, by-tlie- 
way, was a son of Hie Emerald Isle : . 

“Pat. if I give the neighbors who have 
given to me, a piece of my pork, I’ii have 
none for myself. Can you tell me what I am 
to do?’’ 

“ Belad, sir,” said Pat, “it’s mcself that can 
do that same tiling.” 

•‘Good,’’ says the farmer, rubbing hia hands 
and looking at Pat. “Now, tell me what I am 
to do.” 

“Faith, sir,” said Pat, “sure, an’whin the 
crather is claned, jist be after hanging it jist 
ag'inst the dure, where ivery mother’s son of 
’em will see it, an’ early in the mornin’, before 
any one is about, git up an" take in your pig an’ 

hide it away. Thin, whin your nabors cotne, 
list be alther tollin' thim that the pig was 
sbtolen.” 

“Capital idea, Pat !’’exclaimed the farmer. 
“ I’ll do it, by George !’’ 

So when the pig was cleaned it was hung up 
outside so that the neighbors might sec It. The 
countryman anxiously awaited the approaching 
night, and at last retire I to bed but not to 
sleep. Pat, under the cover of the darkness ot 
the night, crept round the house and stole the 
Pig- 

What was the astonishment of the farmer 
when, at early dawn, lie arose to hide away his 
pig, but found no pig there, can be better im¬ 
agined than described. Pat came in with his 
“ top o’ the mornin’ to ye, sir,” and giving him 
a knowing wink, said ; 

“ Master, how about the pig?’’ 
“ Well, Pat, the pig was stolen In reality.’’ 
“ Faith, and that sounds just as natural as if 

you had lost your pig,’’ said Pat, with another 
knowing wink. 

“ But, you blockhead! I tell you the pig was 
stolen !’’ 

“ Fath an’ begorrn, the sorra a bit o’ me 
thought you could act so well. Just stick to 
that—it’s natural as life.” 

“ By George !” roared the now irate farmer, 
“ I tell you the pig was stolen !” 

“Och, be jabera !” said Pat, “ stick to it, and 
yer nabers will belave you, and sorra a bit of it 
they’ll get. Faith, I didn’t think ye could do it 
so well.” 

-<npn- 

A Danijury man’s horse balking, and refus¬ 
ing to budge, he adopted the ingenious device 
employed once by a canal captain. He built a 
small fire under the animal. As soon as the 
horse felt the heat ho moved at once. He ad¬ 
vanced sufficiently to bring the carriage over 
the flames, and there he paused, to the edifica¬ 
tion ot a crowd of observing citizens and to the 
great satisfaction of himself. The fire was 
quenched without the aid of the department. 
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First JTotel.—“ What, sir ! No room for a man 
of my standing in Philadelphia /” 

Second Hotel.—“Sir—sir—sir—you—you astonish me; you 
must be mistaken.” 

A Loving Couple. 

Something About Going on a ’Scursion. 
“’S’posen a Case.” 

“ Midas, I want to s’posen a case to you, an’ 
I wants yer to gib me de Gospel truf ob your 
’pinion 'bout de matter.” 

That’s the manner in which one of Wnshtnc- 
ton’B dusky damsels put it to her adorer a few 
evenings ago. 

“Now, Midas, yer knows you’s tole me more 
times as you’s got fingers an’ toes as yer lubed 
me harder’n a marble-top washstan 1, an’ ’at 1’s 
sweeter to you ’an buckwheat cakes an’ ’lasses 
foreber. Midas, dis am only a s’posen case, 
but I wants yer to s’posen jes’ as hard as IfFn 
’twas a shonuif one. S’posen me an’ you was 
goln’ on a ’scursion down the ribber-” 

,;Yas,” broke in Midas—“down to Moun’ 
Wernon.” 

“ Anywhars ’tall down de ribber. Midas, kin 
you swim ?” 

“ No, Luce, T’s sorry to ’form you dat de only 
dreckshun what I kin circumstanshiate fru de 
water am to de bottom.” 

“Well, den, as I was ’la Lin1. S’posen we was 
on de boat, glidin’ lubbin’ly an’ harmuuly down 
de bnssom ob de rlbber’s stream, de moon was 
lookin’ shinin’Iy down ’pon de smokestack, an’ 
you was sottin’ right up to me, jes. Slide up 
closer, an’ lemme show you how—dat's de 
way !” 

“Yah, yah, but wouldn’t dat be scrumptious?” 
interrupted Midas. 

“S’posen,” continued Lucy, “you had jes’ 
put your arm roun’ my wais’—dat’s it—dey was 
not nobody ’bout, you was a-squeezin’ me up. 
an’ was Jes’ gwine to gimme de lubbinest kind 
ob a kiss, an’—an’—an’ de b’ller bust?’’ 

‘“Oh, de debbil !” said the disappointed 
Midas. 

“ Now, Midas, I is a-s’posln’ dis case, an’ I 
wants yer to mind de words what l am a- 
speakin’. S’posen when dat b’ller busted we 
bofe went up in de air, come down in cie rib¬ 
ber, an’ when we arriv in de water we found 
de only t’ing lef5 ob dat boat was one piece o’ 
board, s’posen dat piece o’ board wasn’t big 
enufi to hold us bof, but we bof grab it; now, 
Midas, wild you let go dat board or wud you 
pul me off an’ took it all y’self ? Dat’s de ques¬ 
tion what I’m a-s’po8in’.” 

“ Luce, kin you swim ?” he asked, alter hes¬ 
itating a few moments. 

“ No, Midas, ob course not. You know dat I 
can’t swim.” 

“ Well, den, Luce, my oonahenshus ’pinion 

ob de whole matter am dat we won't go on no 
’scursions.” 

■■ I' o 11- 

Sadie She’s the Boss. 
In a Connecticut Sunday-school, recently, a 

friend of the cause was introduced, who, after 
losing his way several times in the exordium of 
his lew remarks, rose on his toes, closed his 
eyes, and proceeded to address the children as 
follows : 

“ Once on a time, my little lambs, there were 
two little girls, one named Sadie, and one 
named Moliie, and Moliie was a very good little 
girl,who used to save up all her pennies for the 
Sunday-school, and learned plenty of verse?, 
and never mussed her dress, and was such a 
comfort to her mother as you can’t think. And 
Sadie was a careless little girl ; she never wept 
for the heathen, and she yawned in church, and 
usedn't to care where she was going to when 
she died. Dear children,,you ought always to 
remember that. So one day their great-uncle, 
Peter, after whom they were both named, came 
to see them, and gave them each a new fifty- 
cent shinplaster. So Moliie took iter fifty cents 
to the Sunday-school and put it in the box to 
buy tracts for the little heathen children who 
couldn’t read. And it so happened that the 

Happy thought of our visitor. He hies to the 
Grand Ho'el. 

wicked heathen had caught and killed a mis. 
sionary and were about to roast him, and when 
the heathen chief went to light the fire in the 
cooking-stove he took one of these very tracts 
to do it with, and read the contents, and he 
and all his tribe were converted. So you see 
how much good you can sometimes do with a 
very little money. Rut Sadie went out by her- 
self, and took hi r fifty cents and bought with it 
—what do you think she bought with it? Well 
I will tell you. She bought some oranges, and 
some apples, and some figs, and some raisins 
and some gumdrops, and some molasses candy’ 
with some great, big, spilt almonds In It’’(here 
an unregenerate fat boy fn Miss Warren’s class 
hugged himself In rapture and passed his 
tongue round his ears), “and a doll, whose 
eyes would open and shut, and a transparent 
slate, and a picture book, and a prize package, 
and went home and locked herself in the back 
parlor, and ate them all up. Now, dear chil¬ 
dren, which of these two little girls do you 
think spent her money best ?” 

The dear children, with a voice as the sound- 
lng of many waters, lustily shouted : 

“ Sadie ! She’s the boss !’’ 

More of the same Sort. 
A pive-cent nickel pays the fair 
On all routes traveled oy our street-calr ; 
Rut yet that seems too much, I swair. 
To pay for hanging on a strap any wbair. 
When the driver, all mufiled and warm as a 

bair, 
Pulls on the bell and yells for fair, 
With mercury at zero and frost in the air, 
Then you look for a stove to warm the cair; 
Rut you look In vain, no stove is tbair, 
So you shiver and stamp your feet in despair, 
For t hat you can’t help you must grin and bair. 

WHAT TO DO AT THE THEATAIR. 

When you go to a theatalr 
Where a fussy young ushalr, 
With centrally parted hair, 
And flowers in coat-collaire, 
Seals you in a chair, 
Which belongs to anothair. 
Who comes late in great angrair, 

And with eye? of lurid glair, 
Calls you an intrudalr ; 
Rush to the managair, 
And after a gushing swair, 
He’ll scalp rhat, younsr ushalr 
With the centrally parted hair 
And the rosy coat-collair. 
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MOUNSEER JOHN BULL ABROAD AND AT HOME. 
A1WUIAU, 

Mounbeer j. B. (At a Philadelphia Hotel)—“Zook here, Mossoo, Nous Youlez—that is 
et famillt—voua corner emits—the beet of everything, nd, prsanny yards—lool 

sharp about it ! * v.. 

AT HOME AGAIN. 

Emma Jaxe (who was left in charge )—“Oh, if you please, sir, I’m so glad you've come bach ! 
The tradespeople have been going on so about the bills you left unpaid; and there's an old 
gentleman doicn-stairs a-smoking, which he says he's a-hexecution.” 
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them what prayer was, and dropping down on 
Ins knees, commenced an earnest supplication. 

Now, there was an unregenerate dog in that 
family, also, and he “smelt a rat”—or, at least 
saw a good chance lor forage, when the okl 
gentleman dropped down, and before the first 
sentence of the praper was completed, the fangs 
of the canine were fastened in that portion of 
the old gentleman’s raiment which he sits down 
upon. 

The family had rema’ned standing, and the 
old lady, observing the dog's action, 8touted 
out: 

“ Go on with the prayer, old fellar. I'll at¬ 
tend to the dog!” 

And she seemed very much disappointed to 
think that the old fellow couldn’t pray and bo 
a bone lor a dog at the same time. 

Searching for the Washington Elm. 
A dilapidated old vehicle,which looked as if 

it had seen service way back in the shadowy 
ages of tradition, drawn by an attenuated old 
horse, thinner than a steak-broiler, and driven 
by an old fossil of ttie human species, rattled 
around into Central Square, Cambridge, a few 
weeks ago, when the following conversation 
took place between the old Granger and one of 
the ancient denizens of the city : 

Granger—Whar’s the ellurn tree that Wash¬ 
ington was shot under ?” 

Citizen—Further up the street—up in old 
Cambridge. Washington wasn’t shot—he died. 

Granger—Oh, I thought he was shot. 
Citizen—No ; he fell out of a cherry tree, or 

killed hisself with a hatchet or sunthin. Any¬ 
way, he wasn’t shot. 

Granger— Ef the old fellar could git outer his 
grave he’d find it difficult ter find wbar the old 
ellum is, I guess. 

Citizen—Yes, Cambridge has growed a good 
deal since Washington’s time. Dany Rill was 
not here, then, or rutber there wasn’t no house 
onto it 

The old Granger at this point was checking 
up his horse’s head, preparatory to a start, when 
there came a howl from the interior of the old 
ark: 

“Nathan Proctor, are ye goin’ to stand there 
all night, a-bellerin’? Yer wuss’n a b’iled din¬ 
ner. When ye git talkin’ ye can’t stop yer 
pizen mouth more’n ye can stop a rat-hole with 
pod bean?.’’ 

With a frightened look the old man turned, 
and whispered in the citizen’s ear : 

“ Did ye ever hear of the Peaslees of Wey¬ 
mouth Landing ? Well, I married inter that 
family like a dummed Idiot, and I ain’t knowed 
no peace sence. The old woman’s high-tide 
when she lays herself out; she’s gunpowder 
and niiro-glycerine; she’s six hundred thou¬ 
sand strong. Oh, she’s awful, you bet ! If she 
knowed what I’ve told you she’d cut out my 
basslet.” 

And the old man drove off “ter find the 
ellum.’’ 

-n»i»-- 

Missed a Car. 
a good story is told of a St. Lonis gentleman, 

well-known in the city, in connection with a 
late visit of his to a drug-store. The gentle¬ 
man’s name is Carr. There are several Carrs in 
the city, however, and the given name of this 
particular one wi.l not be revealed in this item 
for work's. 

This Carr wanted some medicine for his 
family the other night after twelve o’clock, and 
visited a drug-store to obtain it. The drug store 
was closed, and he rang the bell vigorously. 
The druggist at once put his head out of an 
upper window, and inquired, sleepily : 

“ Who’s there ?” 
“Mr. Carr," responded the gentleman at the 

bell. 
“Missed a car! Well, what’s that to me, 

confound you ? Stop ringing that bell and go 
about your business, man !’’ 

IX A BOX. 

Oi.n Lady fjo Spilking) 11 My daughter, wot dances in the ballet, told me to bring this bonnet to 
you, and say that as how she is much obliged to you, but she wants a pink one." 

(Spilking is to be pitied. It was only the day before he told Mrs. S. she would have to 
fix up her old hat, times were so hard.) 

Sweet Music. 

A toting girl, about as pretty as they grow 
’em, recent'y went into a Cedar Rapids music 
store and asked the clerk,inquiringly,if he had 
“A Heart that Loves Me Only ?” 

“ No,’’ he said, but here’s 1 A Health to Thee, 
Mary.’ ” 

That wouldn’t do, but before she turned to go 
she asked : 

“Have you ‘One Sweet Kiss Before We 
Part ?’ ” 

That Cedar Rapids clerk looked up and down 
the store ; the bookkeeper was out, the boss 
was np-stuirs trying to sell a Granger a wheezy 
old melodeon, and so he leaned over the coun¬ 
ter and turned out about half a dozen of the 
best and most artistically finished articles that 
the astonished young lady had ever seen offered 
in a job lot. 

She didn’t say much, but she went out of the 
store in a step and a half, and rubbed her 
cheeks thoughtfully all the way home. 

Truth Stranger than Fiction. 

There was an old fox out in Nevada which, 
for a period of several years, had continually 
evaded the fleetest and keenest-scented hounds, 
the scent invariably being lost In the vicinity of 
a house situated in the woods and fur removed 
from any habitation, and which was used as a 
storehouse for pelts. 

At last one day the hounds started the old 
fox, and away he went in the direction of the 
house, with a pack of young hounds in full cry 
alter him, but on nearing the bouse he disap¬ 

peared, leaving the hounds and hunters non¬ 
plussed as usual. 

While the hunters were gathered in and 
around the house, discussing the frequent mys¬ 
terious disappearance of the fox,an old veteran 
hound came limping up, and entering the door 
set up a vigorous barking and tried to jump up 
on the wall. 

His singular action attracted the attention of 
the hunters, and an examination being made, 
the old fox was found suspended by his tail to 
a nail in the wall, keeping perfectly still, and 
looking, unless closely observed, like the pells 
with which the wall was hung. This plainly- 
showed that the old fox, when too closely 
pressed, had taken refuge in the house, and 
hung himself up on the nail by his tall, which 
was the reason for the dogs always losing the 
scent at that particular place. 

Hold the Dogt. 
TnE revivalists who have been going round 

about the city of Keokuk,praying with the dif¬ 
ferent families, have been doing considerable 
good, and, of course, in their peregrinations 
some ludicrous incidents have been encoun¬ 
tered. Here is one we think will do : 

An enthusiastic old gentleman, w'ho was aid¬ 
ing, as an evangelist, the good cause all that 
lay in his power,-wandered out into the purlieus 
of the city, and struck an unregenerated fam¬ 
ily, who didn’t seein to know what prayer 
meant. 

There was a tall, gaunt, old lady and several 
children, and our evangelist, horrified to find so 
much heathenism in a Christian community, in- j 
vited them to join him, and he would show I 
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THE MILLINERY DRAMA. 

As it teas one hundred years ago. 

Down went the window, and the druggist 
was lost to sight. 

The discomfited Mr. Carr was lost in amaze¬ 
ment for a time, but finally seized the beil and 
rang it again frantically. The druggist's head 
appeared at 1 he window again. He was wide 
awake this time. 

“ Who’s there now ?” 
“ Mister Carr, I tell you !” 
“Why, d—n your impudence ! wrho cares if 

you have ? Get out of that, quick ! If you’re 
drunk and have missed a car, it’s your own 
lookout. Don’t touch that bell again !” 

“ But I tell you, you idiot, I’m Mr. — Carr ! ’ 
“ Oh, Lord ! Why didn’t you say so before ?” 
The window went down again and the drug¬ 

gist soon appeared at the door to explain volu¬ 
bly that he’d supposed he’d been aroused by 
some drunken fellow who wanted sympathy. 
Possibly he gave Mr. Carr something to pacify 
him. Druggists keep pacificators on draught. 

-f i- 

Forgot about the Centennial 

Two ladies recently repaired to an under¬ 
taker’s shop for the purpose of purchasing a 
burial-case. One of them was a sharp-faced 
woman of about thirty-five Summers, and the 
other looked enough like her to be her sister, 
which she was. The sharp-taced woman ex¬ 
plained to the proprietor that her neighbors 
had volunteered to do this melancholy errand, 
but she had determined to attend to it lierselt, 
for, as she very properly observed : 

“ Who knew the late Joseph better’n her, his 
own wife, who had lived with him nigh onto 
ten years and knew all his little peculiarities 
like a hook 

The two looked over the gloomy assortment 
with a critical eye, subdued in part by the so¬ 
lemnity of the mission. Finally ike widow se¬ 
lected a walnut case, the price of which was 
twenty-five dollars. Ifer sister rather favored 
another article, at a less cost. 

“But I think this is just the ticket,wbis 
pered (he afllicted wife. 

“ Oh, it’s nice, I know, but twenty-five dol¬ 
lars is a good heap of money," returned ttie 
sympathizing sister, in a low voice. 

“But I guess I can atford twenty-five dollars," 
murmured the bereaved. 

“I don’t know, Jane,’’ doubtfully observed 
the cautious sister. “You must remember 
you have got to get a great many clothes 
if you’re going to the Centenulal in the Sum¬ 
mer.’’ 

“Land's sake, Eliza !’’ ejaculated the sufferer. 
“I’d clean forgotten all about the Centennial. 
You’re right." 

The cheaper case was immediately engaged. 

No Guarantee. 

Not long ago a stranger entered the office of 
the Western Union Telegraph Company in Balti¬ 
more, and wanted to know if he could send a 
dispatch to Fayette, Ohio. He was told that he 
could, and he asked : 

* If I send a telegraph to my wife will she an¬ 
swer it ?” 

“ I can’t say as to (hat," replied (he clerk. 
“ If you ask for an answer I should think she 
would reply.” 

“ If I ask her for twenty dollars will she send 
it?" 

“ I can’t say as to that. You ought to know 
best about it.” 

“ Isn’t she obliged by low to send it ?" 
“ No, there is no low about it.’’ 
“ Yon won’t guarantee that she’ll send it?” 

continued the stranger. 
“How can I?"answered the clerk, smiling at 

the idea. 
“Then I won’t telegraph—no, not a cent’s 

worth. I know the old woman—know her like 
a hook—and I know that if you don’t send a 
man up to the house to choke it out of her, I 
might telegraph from Dan to Besbedy and she 
wouldn’t forward a shilling.” 

As it is now. 

He went out, but returned in a few minutes, 
and whispered : 

“ Mum is the word. Don’t say that I said 
anything about her. She’s awful when she’s 
roused, and though I’ve got my opinion of her 
and all her relations, I don’t care to have my 
home turned into a raging paradise !’* 

-«'»!>- 

Who Got Busted? 

Si was found engaged in one of his philoso¬ 
phic political harangues recently with some of 
his colored friends. 

“ Dese hyar ’Publicans kin promise till dc las’ 
day In de morning, hut dey ain’t gwine to ketch 
dis hyar blackbird wld no more chaff'," he ex¬ 
claimed, positively. 

“ What’s yer mad ’bout ?” asked another 
darkey. 

“Dis is what. I’m mad ’bout—mind my words, 
now. Didn’t dey say, when de war was played 
out, dat de nigger was gwine to be made as 
good as white folks ?’’ 

“Ob koarse dey did.” 
“An’ dat de nigger worked for all dat de ole 

marsters had and could soon yearn all dat prop¬ 
ity buck to demselves, hey ?" 

“Yas, dat’s true, too." 
“ Dat de white folks was gwine to be poor as 

church-mouses and nigger's rich, hey ?” 
“Oom-hook. Dat’s what dey said.’’ 
“Dat all sounded just as purty as readin’ on a 

cirkus bill, didn’t It?" 
“ You'8 right, it did.” 
“ Well, what makes me mad is dat cirkus 

hain’t arrove down hyar yit, an’ we can’t hear 
dat it’s cornin’. Bress de Lord, de white folks 
is jist as rich as eber, an’ it wuz de nigger what 
got busted, an’ he been busted eber senco, an’ 
is gwine to stay busted ! Dat’s what, makes me 
mad,an’of de’Publicans eber git anodor chance 
at me I’ll go die wid de yaller jandiss a-chawin’ 
ole yaller ’lection tickets !” 

No one felt capable or responding to Si’s 
point.—Atlanta Constitution, 
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Our artist’s second day in Philadelphia, lie is astonished to see how the native Americans are neglected. While foreigners are accommodated by all possible means, the natives are compelled to travel by 
thetr ou n invented rope-line, as shown above. 
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In strolling about the Centennial Grounds, our artist overhears a conversation between a Scotchman, a Swiss and a Parissienne. The two barc-knecd gentlemen invite the fair Fran^aise to a dance, but she declines 
on the ground that she doesn't dance with men who don't wear pantaloons. He calls for a glass of ice-water, and pays for it. He finds that he has just given §1.50 for that little delicacy. At the “ Wild 
Man Show,' one of the wild men takes the prize medal, but the manager is at a loss how to attach the medal to the wild man’s skin. The central figure in the artist’s illustration represents the new fashion¬ 
able female Exposition attire. 
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Jn going (o (he Centennial, danger mag result from ears being “ telescoped." This arises from not 
doing it our wag, as suggested above. 

gago-car, and he'll be just as happy as a robin 
iu Spring.” 

“What! put my nice white dog in a nasty 
dusty baggage-car ?’’ 

‘•I’m awfully sorry, miss,I do assure you, but 
the rules ot this company are as inflexible t8 
the laws of the Medes and them other lellows, 
you know. He shall hare my ovc rcoat to lie 
on, and the brakeman shall give him grub and 
water every lime he opens his mouth." 

“ I just think it's awiul mean, so I do ; and ] 
know somebody will steal it, so they will,’’ and 
she showed a half notion to cry that nearly 
broke the conductor’s heart, but he was firm, 
and sang out to the brakeman, who was play, 
lng a solo on the stove : 

“Here, Andy, take this dog over to ihe bag¬ 
gage-car, and tell ’em to take just the best kind 
of care of him.’’ 

The young lady ponied, but the brakeman 
reached over and picked the canine up as ten¬ 
derly as though it was a two-weeks-old baby, 
but as he did so a si range expression came 
over his face like a wave of cramp colic, and he 
said hastily to the conductor : 

“ Here, you just hold him a minute till I put 
this poker away,’’ and he trotted out of the car 
door and held on to the brake wheel, shaking 
like a man with ague. 

The conductor no sooner had his handToo^ 
the dog than he looked around tor a hole to fall 
through. 

“Wh-wh-why, this is a worsted dog." 
“Yes, sir," said the little miss, demurely— 

“didn’t you know that ?” 
“No, I’m most awful sorry to say I didn’t 

know that.” 
And he laid the Christmas dog down in the 

owner’s lap, and walked out on the platform, 
where he stood half an hour in the cold, trying 
to think of a hymn tune to suit the worst sold 
man on the Lehigh Yalley road. 

A Hard Question. 
A man called at the office of Lawyer McGinn 

the other day, and after introducing himself, 
said: 

“ Mr. McGinn, I want to state a case to you. 
A little while after the war broke out, I con¬ 
cluded that as a citizen I had a duty to perform 
in behalf of my bleeding country. I had heard 
the call to arms, and my soul was filled with a 
fierce desire to strike a blow against the ene¬ 
mies of my native land. In a short time my 
resolution was taken. Arranging my business, 
I embraced my family, buckled on my accoutre¬ 
ments, shouldered my musket, breathed an as¬ 
piration for my country’s success, and with a 
firm resolution to defend the right at all haz¬ 
ards, marched to the recruiting-station, where 
heroes were gathering for the fray, and there 
bought a substitute tor two hundred and sev¬ 
enty-five dollars. I gave him my musket and 
my blessing ; I told him not to dishonor me by 
cowardice, but to face the foe as I would have 
done, and sent him to the front, while l re¬ 
turned to my lamily and wondered what would 
become of Freedom but for the bravery of her 
children.” 

“It is a wonder,”said Mr. McGinn. 
“ Yes, sir. Well, that substitute went to the 

war ; in one of the fights he was shot in the 
leg. He bore it like a man—I couldn’t have 
done it better myself. And then he came home 
to stay. Now, of course, when a soldier has his 
leg shot to pieces he is entitled to a pension. 
And the point I want to get at is, who Is to get 
that pension, the substitute or me ? Now, i* 
strikes me I am the right man to have it. Who 
is this man ? He is my agent; he represented 
me—virtually, he teas me. When he fought In 
the ranks it really was me fighting ; it was re¬ 
ally I ttiat lost the leg, therefore It Is actually I 
that am entitled to the pension. Doesn’t it 
strike you that way 

“I dunno,” Bald McGinn. “There’s some¬ 
thing in the way you state it. You are entitled 
to the pension as the principal in the transac¬ 
tion, and the substitute also is entitled to it as 
the man who lost the leg. The Government is 

obliged to pay both of you the same pension ; 
but as it can only pay one of you, the question 
is, which one shall it pay 

“ Jes’ so ; and I say It ought to pay it to me. 
When I handed that man two hundred and 
seven!y-flve dollars then lie got his full dues.” 

“ I’ll tell you how you can get at It,” said 
Mr. McGinn. “If that man really represented 
you, you would have been dead In the eye of 
the law If he had been killed, and If he should 
die now,your friends would be justified in bury¬ 
ing you.” 

“That seems to be straining things a little.” 
“Not at all. Well, now, I’ll get you that 

pension if you’ll agree to creep Into a coffin 
and be carted out to the cemetery, and hustled 
Into the grave as soon as that substitute dies.” 

“ I guess I won’t accept. I’ll drop the matter 
as it stands. The man has consumption and 
chronic liver complaint." 

“ Well, I’m going to have you buried, any¬ 
how, when he steps out. That’s the law.” 

“ Then you must excuse me. I’ll skip the 
county.” 

And Mr. McGinn’s warrior left the office sud¬ 
denly, and has never put in an appearance 
since.—Max Adder. 

Dogs Not Allowed in the Cars. 

It happened the other day on the Lehigh 
Valley Railroad. The train had just left Easton, 
and the conductor was making his first round 
when he observed a small white dog with a 
bushy tall and bright black eyes sitting cozily 
on the seat beside a young lady so handsome 
that It made his heart roll over like a lop-sided 
pumpkin. But duty was duty, and he remarked 
in his most deprecatory manner : 

“I’m very sorry,madame,but it’s against the 
rules to have dogs In the passenger cars.” 

“Oh, my! is that so ?” and she turned up 
two lovely brown eyes at him, beseechingly. 
“ What in the world will I do ? I can’t throw 
him away. He’s a Christmas present from my 
aunt.” 

“ By no means, miss. We’ll put him in a bag- 

•->i^ t- 

How to Obtain a Mustache. 

A young man recently left his native village 
and found employment as a clerk in a store In 
Louisville. While boarding at one of the hotels 
in that city he was made the subject of a prac¬ 
tical joke. 

The gentleman in question is good-looking, 
but unsophisticated, and not used to the “ways 
that are dark and tricks that are vain ” of city 
life. He otten remarked in the presence of his 
fellow-boarders that he only needed a mustache 
to make him a perfect Adonis in the estimation 
of his lady friends. His constant cry, therefore, 
was “ a mustache, a mustache, my kingdom for 
a mustache.’’ 

He was told that most of the young men .nf^ 
the city, in order to raise an elegant labial or¬ 
namentation, were In the habit of using a cer¬ 
tain preparation sold only in a few drug-stores, 
which, when vigorously applied with a catnel’s- 
hair pencil, seldom failed to bring out a charm¬ 
ing mustache. Indeed, so wonderful was its 
efficacy, that, like Colonel Sellers’s eye-water, 
there was “ millions In It.” 

The young man’s countenance beamed with 
joy at the recital of the hair-producing qualities 
of this preparation, and resolved to Induce a 
friend to get It. 

Accordingly, a weak solution of nitrate of 
silver was obtained, and after being applied as 
directed, he retired, in the fond anticipation of 
waking up to find the dearest wish of his heart 
realized. 

But his bright dream was rudely disturbed 
the next morning. Arising early, and gazing In 
the mirror, he observed his upper lip decorated 
with a black streak, which no amount of soap 
and water could remove. 

He sat down ruefully to ponder over the 
calamity that had befallen him. At last a happj 
thought struck him. He had a friend—a drug¬ 
gist—who boards at the same hotel. He could 
probably assist him out of the difficulty. 

Bounding down-stairs with lightning rapidity 
and producing by his action a terrible commo- 
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A NEW MODE OF SUMMONING WAITERS. 

Jlr. Bobbs puts up at a Philadelphia hotel, and, the waiters not paying much attention to him, he brings forth his Centennial rattle, which has the 
desired effect. 

A Western Rothschild. 

He hadn’t any baggage, an:l after one look at 
bim the brnsh-boy walked away, and eat down. 
The average bru8h-boy of the average hotel 
knowe when he can brush a quarter out of a guest 
just as well as if he were a lawyer. The stranger 
wrote his name on the register with great de¬ 
liberation. It was a long name. It read : “ Her¬ 
bert Henry Washington, Chicago, Illinois.” The 
clerk regarded him for a moment with a keen 
glance, and then asked : 

“ How long will you remain here ?” 
“ About a week,” was the reply. 
“Shall I credit you with ten dollars paid in ad¬ 

vance ?” 
“Who are you talking to?" demanded the 

stranger, as he stepped back a little. 
“Strangers generally pay in advance,” replied 

tbe clerk. 
' ' “ Well, sir, I’ll be banged, sir, if I was ever in- 
snlted before l Ask me for money in advance t 
Why, sir, do you know that I could bny this hotel, 
and still have millions left?” 

“ I have my orders.” 
“Am I to be treated like a dead beat?” con¬ 

tinued the straDger. “When a man comes to 
Detroit to lend two hundred thousand dollars on 
a mortgage do your people look upon him as a 
skulk and a thief?” 

“My orders are positive,” quietly replied tbe 
clerk. 

“ I want to seo tbe owner of this hotel, and 
want to take him to the Board of Trade, the 
Mayor’s office, and the waterworks, and I want 
him to find out what kind of a man I am,” 

“The proprietor isn’t in.” 
“ You don’t know me—you don” realize who I 

ami” exclaimed the stranger, tapping the office 
counter a every pause. “I didn’t care to be 
known, but since yon have insulted me. I want 
to inform you that I am the Itothschild of the 
Westl” 

The clerk started off with a letter to hie girl, 
but had only got as far as “ Beloved Sarab,” when 
tbe stranger yelled out: 

“ Who advanced money to Chicago to complete 

her waterworks? Who owns twenty-eight 
steamboats and six tags? Who owns six eleva¬ 
tors and one hundred miles of railroad ?” 

“ I don’t know," was tbo reply. 
“ And yet when I come into this house I am in¬ 

sulted as if I were a loaferl" continued the 
stranger. “ Why, sir, come to the bank with me, 
sir, and see iftmy check for fifty thousand dollars 
will be dishonored.” 

“ I’ll go,” said the clerk, patting on his hat. 
“ You will, eh ?” 
“Yes, sir." 
“ Youmeedn't go. I wouldn’t stop here if you’d 

give me a thousand dollars a day. I’ll go to 
some other honse, aud when Spring opens FI! buy 
a site next to yon, and build a hotel of my own, 
and run yonr house out of eight.” 

“ Call an officer 1” said the clerk to one of the 
boys. 

‘That’s tbe crovning insult 1” shouted tbo 
man. “ But I’ll bide my tim°. I’ll go*over to the 
other tavern, aud send over a fifty thousand dollar 
check for you to look at, and no matter how sorry 
you feel, sir, 111 not accept an apology, sir—blast 
me if I do I” 

Ho went out, and at noon he was seen eating 
craokemand cheese iu the-post-office. 

Raisin’ de Tune. 

In one of the negro churches in Atlanta, the 
other night, strange to relate, the parson read 
out a curiously metred hymn, which didn’t jingle 
with any tnne known to the congregation. One 
of th9 leaders started out from about latitude 
forty-five, but failed. An old darkey in tbe corner 
rose up, and 6aiJ : 

*' Parson, I’m pnrty sart’n I kin reech to both 
eends o’ them varses.” 

“Brudder-will raise de tune," announced 
the parson. 

And then the old man set out on a wild career, 
with a series of screetches and bellowmgs like 
unto the steam piano of the circus when the 
engineer is drunk. 

“ Hold up, brudder ; for de sake ob de pealmin’ 

ingels, stop!” cried the frantic parson, and when 
tbe old man and the congregation had been 
quieted, he solemnly announced : 

“De singin’ ob de Lord’s praieo will be ad¬ 
journed to de next meetin’ night,” and tbe Ber- 
mon went on. 

Take It Out of That. 
Hf. was a long slim man, with every appearance 

of hard times, and a long nose on his face. He 
went into a saloon on Main Street, Detroit, and 
said to the bar-keeper : 

“Prepare me a glass of the cheerful invigora- 
tor.” 

The bar-keeper looked him all over, looked at 
his clothes, and answered : 

“First allow my eyes to rest upon tho com¬ 
plexion of your currency.” 

“In my purse I have numerous and various 
denominations of the currency of our realm, 
with which I will cheerfully requite you, when I 
have partaken of your refreshments,” said tho 
long man, tapping his pocket. 

Tbe bar-keeper said ho didn’t know, but finally 
poured out a glass of tbo liquor. Tbo long man 
grasped it eagerly, backed up to the stove, and 
eyed the contents of the glass with a critical air. 

“They tell me that in one of our Western cities 
divers wicked men have been engaged in the 
fraudulent manufacture of this article. Is it 
so ?” 

The bar-keeper said he believed it was. The 
long man emptied the glass, and put it on tho 
counter. Then be said : 

“ It is passing strange that iu an age when 
knowledge is disseminated so freely, that truth 
and virtue is not paramount. Instead, ignorance 
and vice run riot, and the papers teem with 
accounts of new rascalities unearthed each day.” 

“There’s fifteen cents to pay for that whisky,” 
interrupted the bar-keeper. 

“Our country is just entering upon her ex¬ 
istence for another century. It is fearful to 
reflect that at tbe end of a century she may be 
still farther advanced iu crime. Just look back 
and see-” 
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WHAT REMAIN'S OK A VISITOR TO THE CENTENNIAL EXHIBITION. 

Porter — “Is this where Mr. Brown used to live?" 
Lady—“This is where Mr. Brown lives." 
Porter—“Humph ! Well—that is—ant/how—I've got all that’s left of him in this hag." 

“Yes, I know; but just pay me for that glass 
of whisky, and then you can bounce,” broke in 
the bar-keeper, angrily. 

• Peace, my friend," said the long man. “ You 
ask of mo that which is utterly beyond the bounds 
o' possibility." 

“Do you mean to say that you haven’t any 
money r” inquired the bar-keeper, the short 
hair on the back of his head standing out hork 
zontaily. 

“Such, my esteemed friend, is the conclusion 
which you may draw from my feeble remarks,” 
said the long man. 

Tho bar-keeper turned back his cuffs, spit on 
his hands, and bounded airily ov< r the bar. He 
grasped the long roan firmly by ti.o scruff of the 
neck, and began waltzing toward the door, im¬ 
planting kick after kick in that portion of the 
long man’s frame which nature designed to be 
kicked. 

They roached tho door safely, and as the bar¬ 
keeper, with a kick of extraordinary dimensions, 
shot the long man through it, ho sententiously 
exclaimed: 

“Take it out of that." 

---- 

And He Did. 
An old man with a soldier’s overcoat on, and 

carrying a big hickory staff in his hand, entered a 
Detroit offico on Griswold Street, recently, to 
make some inquiries about a person named 
Johnson. Ho left the door wide open as ho en¬ 
tered, and was walking across the room, when tho 
shivering occupant yelled out: 

“Shut that door 1" 
‘ Did you speak to me?" inquired the old man, 

as ho halted. 
“ bos, sir, I spoke to you.” 
“What did yen say?" 
“I said shut that door." 

“Which door?’’ 
“The one behind you, sir. This is not a saw¬ 

mill, sir.” 
“Did I say that this was a saw-mill ?” inquired 

the man. “Don’t you suppose I know an office 
from a saw-mill?” 

“ Why don’t you shut that door ?’’ screamed the 
man behind the desk. 

“ Do you want the door shut?” 
“Yes.” 
“Then I will shut it. There, the door is shut. 

Now, let mo ask if you know a man named John* 
son?" 

“ Yes ; a thousand of them.” 
“ Will you tell me where I can find anv of 

them ?” 
“ No, I won’t! If I knew a million Johnsons I 

wouldn’t tell you where you could find a blamed 
one of the lot.” 

“ Very well, sir,” said the old man, as he turned 
to go ; “that’s what I get by obliging you. Not 
ODe man in ten would have shut that door for 
you.” 

“ I don’t want it slut,” growled the office man. 
“TbeD, sir, I shall leave it open, sir,” said tho 

old man, as be went out. 
And he did. A coal-scuttle went down-stura 

after him, but it is seldom that you can hit a man 
after he has got ten feet the etart. 

■-«'<> »- 

His Last. 
William Burrows owned up that ho was drunk, 

but he offored two compromises: 

1. He would promise not to get drunk again 
during 1376. 

2. He would commit suicide. 
“Do yon moan that you are tired of living?" 

asked his Honor. 

“ r Ilke to stay aronnd, but if I can’t get 
along without whisky what’s tho use of my liv¬ 

ing? See liow I look all over! I’m a prstty- 
looking cherubim to help ring tho new year in 
ain’t 1?” 

“ Wiiliam Burrows, you are a sad-looking man 
I think you beat the worst specimen of the Win¬ 
ter." 

“Yos. I'm run down and played out and used 
up. I said I’d take tho pledge, but I’m a great 
liar and knew I shouldn’t keep it. I druther go 
and drown myself.” 

“Well, you know best about that. If you think 
it your duly to jump into the river it wouldn’t 
look light for mo to stop you. You can go.” 

Ho went. He wont straight to the river, took 
a look at the water, and then entered a saloon, 
and sung: 

“ I don’t want to be periickerlar, 
I’ll take whatever is handy_ 

A brandy-smash, a glass of beer, 
Rum, gin or apple brandy." 
--— 

Wanted to get Married. 
Not long ago, says the Saginaw Courier a 

middle-aged woman presented herself at the 
door of a public office in this city, rapped, and 
on being told to come in, opened' the , oor suf 
ficiently to thrust her head Into the room, anj 
squeaked out: 

“ Is the squar In ?’’ 
“ Y'es, I am the justice, wiml’s wanted 
“This fellow and I want to get married.” 
“Well, come in.” 
“ No, you come out here and do it, squar.” 
“ I can't marry you in the dark ; you mint 

come in to the light.” 
“ He’s bashful, squar. You can do It hei' in 

the dark just as well. I won’t gig back on It 
Would you, honey ?’’ 

But the “squar” made them come into the 
gaslight, and the would-be paterfamilias said • 

“ How much you goin’ to charge, squar ?” 
“Two dollars. That's the price flxea by law." i 
“I can get it for less nor that, squar.” 
“ Perhaps so.” 
“Yas, that’s so, squar. They do It In Bay 

City lor a dollar and a l alf, and that’s ail ii8 | 
worth, too, these hard times.” 

“Then you better go there and get it done” ' 
“ We’ll look around here a little, squar, and I 

mebbe we’ll see you again.’’ 
“Honey, let’s do It here,” she said. 
But Honey wouldn’t do It there at that price, I 

and started out, determined to get a “squar’'' • 
who would cut down rates to those of Bay City I 
if he had to get the knot tied first and stand the ;• 
judge off afterward for the half dollar. 

A clerical individual approached an agel 
Danbury farmer, who was profanely apostrophe 
ing a log be could not got upon his wagon, and ' 
impressively said: 

“Old man, have you made any provisions foi 
tho future ?” 

Tho old man stared. 
“ Your hairs aro whitened with the frost ot 

many years,” observed the stranger, with a quid 
flourish of his right hand. “ Time presses upo: 
you, cautioning you that tho end is drawing near. 
Of course, if you knew yon were to die at a ctf 
tain time you could make ample preparation. Bn 
the time is uncertain. Now_” 

“Ikin tend to my own affairs, I guess,” broi 
in the elderly farmer, in a tone of pettishne;-: 
“ An’ when I want religion I ain’t agoin’ to a 
on-’’ 

“Right!” interrupted the clerical party, so,", 
ingly. “ But what I wish is to call your atteoii 
to the plan of tho Non-Combustible Life In;: 
anco Company of-” 

“A life insurance agontl” yelled the old w 
running madly around in search of a stone, "i 
out of here, you-swindle 1” 

The stranger immediately stopped over 
nearest fence, and scaled eleven hills in less t- 
an hour. 
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Our artist traverses various streets of Philadelphia, and catches varied glimpses of society ; a French savant, an English lord, a Chinese wedded to a Bavarian, a Roumanian, a TFallachian—all meei 
Ats artistic gaze, lie peeps between the shutters of an edifice, and beholds a would-be Turk, in harem (skarem) style, ensconced between two lovely belles. 
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Mr. Jenkins, in going to the Centennial, believes in taking his ease, much to the horror of the ladies. 

An Essay on Fish., 
Fish may be divided into two classes—cod¬ 

fish and fresh fish. The propriety of dividing 
them into classes will be at once apparent 
when we reflect that they are usually found 
in schools. 

The mackerel is not exactly a codfish ; but 
lie comes so much nearer being a codfish than 
a fresh that he is for the present classed with 
the former. 

Fish exist in sizes to suit the purchaser, 
from minnows to whales—which are not fish, 
strictly speaking. Neither is the alligator a 
fish ; but if we attempt to tell what are not 
fish this article will far exceed its intended 
limits. 

The herring is not absolutely a fish; he is 
a suggestion of departed fish. But the 
strongest suggestions of departed fish are 
smelt. The herring sustains the same rela¬ 
tion to the finny tribe as the Egyptian 
mummy to the human race. 

Fish are caught by measure and sold by 
weight—that is, they are caught by the gill 
and sold by the pound. But they are some¬ 
times caught by weight—wait till you get a 
bite. 

Contentment is the chief respite to the suc¬ 
cessful fisherman. 

Surveyors are apt to be good fishermen, 
becauso their lines and angles are apt to be 
all right. 

The mermaid and fisherwoman may also be 
mentioned in this connection. The former is 
a good illustration of what is meant by the 
ideal, and the latter as fitly represents the real. 

Many land animals are reproduced in the 
sea Thus we have the dogfish, the catfish, 
the sea-lions and sea-horses, but no sea-mules. 
None of the above have hind legs, and any 
manner of mule without hind legs would be a 
conspicious failure. 

It may not be out of place to mention Jonah 
in this connection. He was not a fish, but was 
once included among the inhabitants of the 
deep. There has been considerable dispute as 
to the name of the fish that swallowed the 
gentleman above-mentioned, some persons 
arguing that the throat of a whale is not large 
enough to swallow a man. This objection 
seems to be inconsequential. 

Jonah might have been made in a smaller 
mold than other men. Moreover, it is cer¬ 
tain that he was cast over before being swal¬ 
lowed—cast over the rail of the vessel. 

There has been much speculation, also, as 
to the cause of Jcnali’s expulsion from the 
whale’s interior, but the theory most Gene¬ 
rally accepted is that he soured on the whale’s 
stomach. 

He was very fortunate in reaching land, 
since he had no pilot. If he had taken a pilot 
with him into the stomach of the whale he 
would, doubtless, have selected Pauncheous 
Pilate as the proper man. 

Jonah was the first man who retired from 
the Department of the Interior, and Delano 
was the last one. 

But we digress. Let us return to our fish. 
The codfish is the great source of all salt. 

Jn this respect Lot’s wife was nowhere ; how¬ 
ever, it would be well to “ remember Lot’s 
wife.” 

The saline qualities of the codfish permeate 
and percolate the vasty deep, and make the 
ocean as salt as himself. Weighed in his own 
scales, he is found wanting—wanting con¬ 
siderable freshening. He is by nature quite 
social, his principal recreation' being balls— 
fish-balls. 

The codfish was worshiped by the Greeks; 
but be is only half as well treated by the in¬ 
habitants of Cape Cod—he is simply shipped. 
Hence the difference between the Greeks and 
the inhabitants of Cape Cod. 

bmall fish are usually harmless, but nar^. 
can’t be too careful about permitting tl!" 
children to play where largo fish abound 
it is an established fact that the birr s? 
frequently eat up the little ones. b ' 

’ihe jelly fish is, perhaps, the best unde 
stood of all the finny tribe, because bei, 
translucent, it is easy to see through him ‘ 

The greatest number of fish is eaten c 
Friday, and the next greatest number o> 
Saturday ; because those that are left over tr 
warmed up for Saturday’s breakfast. 

Argumentative persons are fond of statin- 
that it is grammatical to say that the fio 
loaves and three fishes were ate, since fi ve an; 
three were always eight. They should bi 
treated with silent contempt. 

Fish are provided with air-bladders, so thr 
they can rise from the depths of the’ sea bi 
simply filling these bladders with air. If am 
one is disposed to ask where they get the a'r 
for such inflation, let him understand in ad 
vance that this article is not intended for tin 
solution of petty conundrums. 

There are many interesting rumors abon 
fish which might be mentioned, but the fore- 
going facts may be considered aB of-fish-all— 
Deiroit Free Press. 

His Aristocratic Feelings. 

At noon yesterday a young man of gooc 
looks but poor raiments was arrested onJef 
ferson Avenue, Detroit, for drunkenness, fi, 
wanted to make his way to the Central Statioi 
alone, and when the officer wouldn’t allow it 
he sought to compromise by saying : 

“ Then don’t take me down till dark.” 
After being registered by the captain, tin 

prisoner asked what charge was placed agaias 
his name. 

"Drunk,” said the captain. 
“ Nothing but drunk !” exclaimed the pris 

oner. 
“ No.” 
“Make it highway robbery,” he earnest]' 

pleaded. 
“ Can’t do it—you are drunk.” 
“ Make it burglary,”continued the prisoner 

his face expressing the greatest anxiety. 
“ But you are guilty of nothing but drunk 

eDness.” 
“ I know it, but won’t you respect my fee] 

ings?” asked the prisoner. 
“ How ?” asked the captain. 
“ Any common man can get drunk, bot 

came from a good family, and I know how it’) 
hurt the old man to find I’ve got down li 
common. Make it—make it ’” 

“ I can’t,” interrupted the captain. 
"Make it the Nathan murderer, and I7r 

give you ten dollars!” exclaimed the exciter 
and anxious young man. 

And when they wouldn’t, he sat in his cel 
and wept at his degradation. 

--n»ii-— 

An Amusing Theft. 
Roger, the celebrated tenor of the pas 

glorious years of the Grand Opera of Pari? 
was the victim, the other evening, of an amus¬ 
ing theft. He had gone to the Cirque Fer- 
nande, and was standing near one of the eh 
phants, when suddenly the beast poked th 
end of bis trunk into tbe side-pocket of b 
overcoat, and made off with tbe great singe: 
pocket-handkerchief, which it incontinent 
swallowed. But we must let tbe French; 
porter tell the story : 

Roger in vain repeated, with an air of cor 
ical distress : 

"Itou are mistaken, elephant—you arenf 
taken ; that is not good to eat. If you have 
cold in your head I will lend it to you'1 
lingly ; use it, then, but return it to me, 
you will break my dozen.” 

All was in vain. He went to the box-off-1 
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Scene at one of the departments at the Centennial, showing how the various articles of the exhibitors 
are delivered. 

where Madame Fernanda sat majestically en¬ 
throned. 

“ Madame,” said he, with the most serious 
air in the world, “I have just been robbed of 
my handkerchief by a member of your troupe.” 

Immense sensation, and alarm of all the by¬ 
standers. 

“Shall I call the police, sir!” asked the 
lady. 

“ The artist In question is about to go on 
the stage, and I do not wish to trouble the 
representation.” 

“Give me the name of the criminal.” 
“It is the elephant in the third cage to the 

left.” 
“Oh, very good,” cried Madame Fernando, 

much relieved ; “ be kind enough to tell me 
what initials are marked on your handker¬ 
chief, and you Bhall have it again. The ele¬ 
phant has already swallowed five to-day.” 

“ Then, madame, he is not an elephant, but 
a linen press. And at what time do you think 
that the wretch will make restitution ?” 

“ That is impossible to say, sir, but be easy 
—your handkerchief will be restored to you.” 

“ In that caBe, Madame Fernande, it would 
give me great pleasure to learn that there was 
a washerwoman attached to the establish¬ 
ment.” 

“ There is, sir. Our receipts authorize that 
expense.” 

“Then, madame, I will wait.” 
And Roger is waiting. 

The Preacher Who Was not Taking in 
Washing. 

Two of our sable shepherds met by chance, 
not long ago (says the St. Louis Republican), 
with the following result: 

Brother Nickerson followed the primitive 

practiceof immersing all who presented them¬ 
selves for admission into the fold of his charge. 

Brother Iiarvell was a Methodist, and be¬ 
lieved that sprinkling or pouring the water 
on the head of the convert would answer the 
demands of the sacred Scriptures. 

Brother Harvell had conducted a successful 
revival: many sinners had been changed from 
the error of their ways, and sought connection 
with the household of faith over which 
Brother Harvell presided. 

But they wanted to be “ baptized by 'mer- 
sion in the good ole way.” Now, Brother 
Harvell didn’t believe it necessary, and, further¬ 
more, he didn’t like to take a cold bath him¬ 
self. He thought the matter over, and at 
last hit upon an idea which he believed would 
work to a charm. He would get “ Brother 
Nickerson, de Baptist dipper, to plunge dem 
contrary niggers.” 

And so the Bable shepherds met. It was an 
unusually warm greeting which Brother Har¬ 
vell extended to his Baptist brother. 

" I am so glad, Brudder Nickerson, dat 1’se 
de happiness to meet you in de faith ob de 
Lord,” was Brother Harvell’s salutation. 

“An’ I do assure you, my good brother, of 
de depths of my profound reciprocation of dat 
sentiment which you so feelingly expresses 
towards my humble self.” 

“ De Lord hab done glorious things for our 
Zion at Wesley Chapel.” 

“Ise glad to hear dat, if dey get de true 
faith.” 

“ Ah, brudder, for shure dey hab dat. Every 
one of dem wants to be dipped under dewater, 
and dat suits your views ’xactly.” 

“ You don’t say dat ?” 
“Sartingly, dat’s what’s been botherin’ me. 

Dey are so stubborn ’bout dat, and you know I 
doesn’t believe dat is ’sential to de carrying 
out ob de Scriptural plan.’5 

“ But 1 does, you know, Brudder Harvell.” 
*• Well, we’ll not hab a conflict ’bout dat. 

Do you know, l’se oncommouly glad to see 
you l’se been thinkin’ as may be eeein’ ray 
converts wants to be dipped dat maybe you 
wouldn’t object to performin’ dat holy sarvico 
for me, seein’ I'se in a sorter low state of 
health, an’de water is purty cold. Can l ’pend 
on you 

“ Sartingly. But I deems it proper to say 
dat seeing baptism is dedoah into de church, 
if I baptizes dem dey will den be members ob 
my church. Dat’s true fora Bartainty.’’ 

“Oh, you totally miscomprehends my de- 
siahs. I wants you to babti/.e dem for me into 
my church.” 

“ Well, I think T do miscomprehend you. 
In dat case I must say dat I’m not takin’ in 
washiu’ dese days. Good-mornin’, Brudder 
Harvell.” 

A Tale of Blood. 

A long, lean, hungry yellow dog was ob¬ 
served running down a street with a large 
piece of meat in his mouth. He had hardly dis¬ 
appeared around the corner before a big, 
ragged negro with a long butcher knife hove in 
sight. Seeing a white man near by, ho called 
to him: 

“ Hello, boss. Seen anything ob a yallor dog 
wid a jlnt ob meat in his mouf ?” 

“ Yes.” 
“ III, golly ! Which way did he go, boss ?’ 
“Around the corner, there. You had better 

feed your dog, or keep the door of your smoke¬ 
house shut. The dog looked like he hadn’t had 
a square meal in six months.’’ 

“Golly, boss, you don’t know nuflin ’bout dat 
dog; an’ you know preshus little ’bout dis 
nigger, too. Smoke-house! Je ru-sa-lem ! l’a 
got no smoke-house—nor meat, nuther! Dat. 
yaller dog dun gone an’ run off wid all de meat 
twixt dis chile an’ starbation. He Jlst h’Isted de 
lid offe:i de pot an’ stuck his nose in de hot 
bliin’s portickler, and snaked dat jinl ob meat 
out ’fore you could say Jack Boblnson. I jist 
want to sot my eyes on dat dog once mo’. I’ll 
fix him !’’ 

“You are going to kill him, are you ?” 
“ See byar, boss. You s’pose I’s gwinc to kill 

de only clog I’s got in de worl’ ? No, sah. I’s a 
mighty big fool when I gets mad, an’ I’m pow¬ 
erfully aggervated, but I’s got more sense dan 
dat; but I’ll fix him—I’ll match him for his 
smartness.” 

“ What are you going to do with him ?” 
“ I’s gwine to cut his tail short off wid dis 

butcher-knife.” 
“What good will that do?” 
“ It will larn him some sense, I reckon.” 
And the enraged darkey passed on in pursuit 

ot the object of his vengeance. 

11 mm i »-■ - - ■ — 

A Too Gallant Conductor. 

Conductor B- is always polite to the 
ladies, particularly so provided they are young 
and handsome. 

Miss C-was banded on board at the sta¬ 
tion as carefully as though she wns " glass — 
to be handled with care.” An extra seat was 
turned over on the shady side of the car, and 
the conductor took a seat by her side to do the 
agreeable, having met Miss C-on the train 
before. 

Presently, as matters were going along 
nicely, an old man in his shirt-sleeves half 
threw himself into the seat in front, which 
the conductor had unlocked and turned over 
for the special benefit of the parties more im¬ 
mediately concerned. Mr. B-- spoke up 
rather Bharply : 

“ Go away from here.” 
But the old man didn’t go. Conductor says, 

still more sharply : 
“ Go away, or I’ll make you.” 
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But still no go, while a vacant, provoking 
smile fiat upon the face of the intruder. Where¬ 
upon Conductor B-grasped the old farmer 
by the nape of the neck. At the same time 
the young lady grasped tho arm of the con¬ 
ductor, exclaiming: 

“Please don’t, Mr. B-. This is my 
fattier.” 

Ever sinco, Conductor B- always asks 
young ladies if they are traveling alone. 

A Leap-year Story. 
An Impending Breach ok Promise Suit. 

There is a young gentleman in Austin, 
Nev., who is looked upon as a sort of woman- 
hater, and who, it was believed until recently, 
would not marry the handsomest and be^t 
woman on earth if every hair in her head was 
a Koh-i-noor diamond. On account of leap- 
year some young ladies concluded to put up a 
job on this young man, and arranged it for 
one of their number to propose marriage to 
him, while tho others watched the fun through 
holes bored in a partition. 

The gentleman was invited to call at the 
house of the young lady who was to do the 
proposing, and on the designated evening he 
was there, seated in the parlor, while the ac¬ 
cessories to the plot were stationed at their 
eye-holes. 

After some desultory conversation about the 
weather and the club party, tho young lady 
suddenly dropped on her knees before tho 
gentleman, and in endearing terms declared 
her passion : 

“ Darling.” she said, “ I long have loved 
thee, but the cruel conventionalities of society 
have forced me to conceal my passion. Leap- 
year, which gives to oppressed woman one 
blessed privilege, is now here, and I take ad¬ 
vantage of it to tell thee 1 adore thee. Look j 
not thus coldly on me, dearest; spurn me not j 
from your presence. See me on my bended j 
knees imploring that you will not say me nay. j 
Grant me but one kiss from those ruby lips ; ' 
fold me to thine arms and say that thou wilt 
be mine ; mine, only mine, forever and for 
aye.” 

Contrary to expectation, the gentleman dis¬ 
played not the least astonishment during the 
foregoing recital, and when it was concluded 
ho went over to the stove, and, folding his 
hands under his coat-tails, thus replied : 

" I’m told your dad owns a hundred sbareB 
of North Carson, and that you’ve got two 
briudle bulldogs in your own right, and with¬ 

out incumbrance; likewise I am informed that 
you are a good hand making slapjacks and bis¬ 
cuit ; that you don’t chaw gum,which, by-the- 
way, is powerful expensive these hard times. 
In view of these facts I consent, and leave it to 
you to name the day.” 

Horrified, the lady tried to explain that it 
was all a joke, but the gentleman would not 
accept auy such explanation, and threatens a 
breach of promise suit unless alio fulfills her 
promise, in which event he will summon the 
peepers as witnesses. . 

-a-- 

“ Say, Boss, was dat big Bank de Freed¬ 
man's Savings Bank?” 

One morning recently, as I started for the 
Capitol (say8 a Washington correspondent) 1 

passed the queerest specimen of the genus 
African that I ever saw. 

Tattered and torn, but faintly expresses the 
utter demoralization of his wardrobe, only a 
scrap of a hat covered his wool, shoes a world 
too wide, and horribly misshapen, disfigured 
his feet, and poverty had written her auto¬ 
graph in every feature of the queer face, on 
every finger of the hard, knotty hands. Hj8 
ugliness was so distinctive that when he 
shuffled up to the corner where I waited for a 
car 1 smiled. 

Just then, with awkward effort, my darkey 
stooped to pick up a pin, looked at it to see if it 
was straight, and stuck it away among liis rags. 

An elegant gentleman, observing the move¬ 
ment, exclaimed : 

“That’s right, Pete. Pick up everything 
worth saving,and some day you may be' rich.” 

Pete grinned, ducked a bow, and looked ex¬ 
pressively at his forlorn garments. 

“ Now, mind,” said the gentleman, “a poor 
boy onco made his fortune by just picking up 
a pin, and when he became a man lie owned a 
great bank, and was very rich ; it all came 
from his way in taking care of little things.” 

Pete was listening, but looked like an idiot 
till his mentor finished his speech. Then, 
knocking his hat on one side and scratching 
his wool, he dryly said : 

“Say, boss, was dat big bank de Freedman’s 
Savings Bank 

Fancy liow we laughed ! 

-<i^n- 

An Unhappy Granger. 

An uncle of one of our citizens came on from 
Steuben County, N. Y., to make him a visit ou j 

day last week, says the Danbury News. Tho 
nephew is in good circumstances, and recently 
built a very fine residence, which is fitted up in 
an elegant as well as costly style. The uncle is 
ono of these straightforward men of sylvan sim. 
plicity and satinet breeches, whose only ostenta¬ 
tion is the indulgence of a stripe down the leg. 
Tho walking being in a wretched condition, tho 
old gentleman had taken the precaution when 
leaviDg Albany to roll up tho bottoms of the 
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The steam department at the Centennial, 

breeches, and in that precautionary attitude he 
descended from the cars in the Danbury station, 
and greeted his nephew, who was there with his 
carriage. 

“How are yon, George Henry?" ho cried, 
gr*sping that party’s hand with alt the impetu¬ 
osity of a hay-cutter. “ You look as natural as a 
pink-eyed pertaty." 

Eminently gratified by this delicately ex¬ 
pressed compliment, George helped his uncle 
into the carriage, and they were at once driven 
home. 

To the old gentleman everything, from the 
carriage to the furnishing aud style of the house, 
W86 a marvel to him. With many under the same 
circumstances, the embarrassment of the con¬ 
trast between the SteubeD County homestead and 
the Danbury residence would bavo greatly di¬ 
luted the enjoyment of the visit, but George’s 
uncle was a nan of deep affection and homely 
sense. He was profoundly moved, of course, by 
the extent of the style, but his visit was not to 

the trappings of luxury. 
When he got into the hall hie nephew helped 

him off with liis coat and hat and hung them on 
the rack, to the visible uneasiness of the worthy 

uncle. 
He said nothing, however, but when a servant 

took bis portmanteau and prepared to reel up¬ 
stairs with it, he hastily protested. 

“The servant can carry it for you, uncle," sail 

George. 
“I'd mther do it myself, George. I’ve got my 

shaving traps an’ a bottle of balealm in there, an 
it wouldn’t do to rap the portmauty ag in a door 
or wall, you know." 

So he carried it up-staire himself. Fretty soo-j 

he appeared in the sitting-room with his coat an 1 
hat. He had been in the kitchen looking behind 
the doors for a nail on which to hang them, and 
was somewhat surprised to find none. If he’d 

been brought up in a backwoods, and never seen 
a newspaper, ho explained to the cook, ho might 
contentedly allow his clothes to remain in the 
ball, convenient to a door broad enough to let in 
three men abreast. He kindly offered to drive 
the nail if hiB nephew would get it. 

Then he was taken to the door, and its spring- 
lock explained to him, and bis clothes again re¬ 
turned to the rack. Beyond once in a while 
darting out into the hallway in a precipitate man¬ 
ner, in the lingerirg hope of catching a low¬ 
browed man in tho act of w-hipping away with the 
coat and hat, he showed no signs of uneasiness. 

At bed-timo he took o.This boots ia tho kitchen. 
He told his nephew he guessed he’d give them a 
good greasing if there was any tallow handy. 
George assured him that a servant would clean 
them. 

“Is he honest?’’ inquired the old gentleman) 
doubtfully. 

“ To be sure.” 

“ But does he know a cent about greasing 
boots ? I kin tell yon, George, there’s many a 
pair of good boots spiled in the groaein’.” 

Before answering, George took the precaution 
to glance at the boots which adorned his uncle, 
and mentally assuring himself that no hired in¬ 
dividual could possibly spoil so much leather in 
one night, he promptly assured him that (he 
man was competent to oil the articles in a sys¬ 
tematic manner, and in a way that would reflect 
credit upon the resources of Steuben County. 

Discarding slippers, Goorge’s uncle mounted 
tho stairs in a bran-new pair of blue-yarn stock¬ 
ings, and in a very- short time his snore rose and 
fell in majestic harmony through the elegant 
residence. 

Ho remained two days. It had been undoubt¬ 
edly his intention to have made quite a visit, but 
anxiety in regard to a mare which “had been 
kinder under the weather when ho left homo,” 
coupled with tho evidence of waste which ho de¬ 
tected about tho mansion of his nephew, con. 
spiro i to mako him uneasy and drive him home. 
The first morning be was out of bed at four 
o’clock, and down in tho kitchen looking lor his 
boots with the darkest forebodings. What was 
his disgust to find no one up cannot be described. 
Bat it was temporarily lost sight of in the fear lor 
his boots, which were not in the kitchen, a fact 
that ho assured himself of by getting down on his 
knees and carefully running his hands over every 
inch of the floor. 

Retaming to his room for the night-lamp, he 
fortunately stumbled over the boots opposite his 
door. Alter they were on and critically examined 
be essayed to go out for a walk, but be might as 
well been hermetically Bealed in tho bowels of tho 
earth as far as going through tho doors was con¬ 
cerned. Finding tho spring-locks too intricate 
for bis understanding, he despairingly sat down 
on tho front stairway, but having nothing else to 
do, and feeling that the astonishing laziness of 
the servants, as displayed in their laying abed, 
was driving his nephew into bankruptcy, bo 
started again for tho kitchen to whittle up some 
kindlings. No material for that purpose could 
bo found, however, but ho remained in the kitchen 
until tho servant came, and then proceeded to 
deliver her a homily on early rising, composed 
mainly of gems from Solomon and Franklin, with 
a few original excerpts hastily culled from his 
own experience. 

Getting out doors, and seeing a tin for tho milk 
sitting on a post awaiting the milkman, and feel¬ 
ing that there was a deep and damnable con¬ 
spiracy existing in the community to rob that tin 
of its contents, consisting of threo oue-pint 
tickets, if not to take the tin itself, he carelessly 
hovered about its vicinity, apparently taking no 
notice of it, but really hearing ono eye upon it 
with all the strength that organ was capable of. 
His anxiety for tho pail and the delsy iu his 
breafast gavo his constitution a wrench that he is 
confident will impair it for life. 

The hardware department at the Centennial.—Forging notes. 
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The truthfulness with which scenes from foreign lands are represented at the Centennial. T.ggpt is brought before one1 s eyes so grapmcalhh that one sees an alligator from the 2s ilc going for Smith s mother •*«- 
late.' You envy Jones, who sits nestled among the hoories in real Turkish style, until the old Sultan bounces upon him. There are also some pictures of the l^atent Cosmopolitan Carousal} the Cationinapiansnot 
thv atc<itti~2*o*vcr' hom-bl<mt-violinatrianglissita, and the Ycloeipedotrombomusicalio—all new harmonious monsters. 

C
E

N
T

E
N

N
IA

L
 

F
U

N
. 



CENTENNIAL FUN. 55 

Crossing the drive at the Centennial. Hew the 
countryman crosses. 

Ho looked over the parlors after breakfast. In 
one of them ho saw a psir of delicately-traced 
cnspidoree sitting on the floor. This carelessness 
on the part of the servants gave him quite a 
turn. 

But what can you expect of ignorant hirelings? 
he asked himself; and then he carefully put the 
vases on the mantel with the other ornaments, 
where they were not discovered until the next 
afternoon, when company occupied tho room. It 
became evident to George that evening that his 
uncle was becoming restless and uneasy, and 
George, being a kind-hearted man, spoko about 
it. / 

The old gentleman was silent a moment. 
“ I won’t deny, George,” be said, slowly, “ tha^ 

I’m put about a little. You see it’s so difl'orent 
here, and then thrro is —is so much excitement.” 
Ho was going to say extravagance, but with true 
delicacy he caught himself, and made the sub¬ 
stitute,There is nothing for me to do, you 
know. I don’t care to go "about, but if I bad a 
little something to busy myself with, you see—a 
hog or so to feed, cr a peck of com lo shell, or 
even a bit of harness to mend. But there’s 
nothing,” he added, with a despairiug sigh, “not 
oven an ax begging lor a new handle.” 

Crossing the drive at the Centennial. How the 
strong-minded man crosses. 

And so he went home the next day. He is the 
only broken-hearted man from Steuben County 
Danbury ever saw. 

Luck Baldwin’s Trotter. 

The California millionaire, Luck Baldwin, for 
once in bis lile comes out of a speculation wrong 
end foremost. 

He read that Flora Temp’e was originally pur¬ 
chased out of a drove for sixty dollars, and that 
Dutchman was bought out of a brick-cart for 
eighty-five dollars. This set the great financier 
thinking, and a brilliant idea was born. He would 
watch tho butcher-carts, the brick-carta, and the 
milk-wagons for a treasure in disguise, and when 
found, would develop the animal in private. And 
when tho coming wonder was thus rescued from 
oblivion, and would astonish the world with its 
speed, tho talkative B. would howl with envy. 

Some six weeks ago the lynx eye of the great 
financier rested upon a half-starved, over-worked, 
slab-sided animal, the off horse of a street-car 
team. 

Eureka I At last he bad found the treasure. 
Tbe next day this Bucephalus iu embryo was his 
property for the insignificant sum of fifty dollars. 
Tbe equine anatomy was sent to training quar¬ 
ters, fed, groomed, and exercised in tbe most ap¬ 
proved manner. 

When at length he spread himself on the road, 
and was allowed to pass everything he mot, the 
joy of tbe banker knew no bounds. All were his 
guests st the roadside inDS, corks flow, and jokes 
were cracked. 

Among the guests on this occasion was an old 
Sacramento sport, who drove a faded specimen 
of departed greatness iu tbe shape of a trotter, 
which was never allowed to pass tbe new wonder 
on tbe road. 

After the banker was fooled to the top of his 
bent, ho was induced to banter Old Sport for a 
match with Centennial—the namo he had given 
to his new purchase—for $500 a side, mile heats, 
to road wagon. 

The match was at length made. Old Sport 
found out that Centennial had done service on 
cars for two years or more, and therefore was 
very obedient to the sound of the bell. Procur¬ 
ing one of these ho carefully screwed it into the 
floor of his wagon under the seat, so arranged 
that his too could strike it. 

On the day of tho race tho horses were on the 
track at the appointed time, and were sent off to 
an even start amid the vociforous cheers of a 
party of tbe banker’s friends. 

Centennial was to be held in to tire out the old 
plug for about half a mile, and then let out to 
distance him in the first heat. Sno was just 
about to forge ahead when ting went the bell, 
and ebe came to a full-stop so suddenly that her 
driver came near being pitched over tho dash¬ 
board. Old Sport of course shot ahead. By tho 
use of tbe whip the banker's horse was again 
started, and soon caught up to tho old plug. Tho 
bell sounded again, and there was another full 
stop. The trial was repeated at intervals for the 
balance of the way home, the old plug going 
wheezing past tho judge’s ataud a winner. 

Tho eighth wonder of the world was dis¬ 
tanced. “ It all seemed like a hideous dream,” 
Mr. Baldwin feebly remarked, as ho watched tho 
Sacramento sport button up the gold notes. 

French Under Difficulties. 
SAXsthe Fayetteville Gazette: 
Ho was one of those peripatetic nuisances that 

roam over the country, mining people’s scissors 
and turning fine pocket-knives into crosscut 
saws. 

He had been shot so often that he walked lop¬ 
sided, wore a blue cotton haudkerchief with 
white spots around bis forehead under his hat, 
and was fearfully dirty. 

Crossing the drive at the Centennial.—How the 
swell crosses. 

He set down his grindstone in front of Jones’s 
store, on Hay Street, with a woary sigh, and 
walked back to tho office, saying as he approached 
Jones : 

“Goot-evemng, moestor. Knifes to grind, 
meestor?” 

Now, Jones and his wife have recently been 
studying French; thoy expect to go to the Cen¬ 
tennial, and knowing that there will be a great 
many Frenchmen there, thoy wish to bo pre¬ 
pared. 

It is astonishing, too, what progress they have 
made. At the table, if Jones enunciates the 
word sucre, sucre, sucre, two or three times, 
pointing at the samo time to tho bowl, his wife 
knows in an instant that he wants the sugar, and 
hands him that article. It is very delightful to 
them both, and is, bosides, iustruclive to the 
children. 

So, when the itinerant Gaul shambled in and 
spoke, Jones straightway recognized the pecu¬ 
liar accent of his native tongue, as it were, and 
ho determined to open tho floodgates of Ollen- 
dorf. 

He was sorry, too, for this poor outcast, who 
looked so wretched, and was doubtless alone and 
friendless in a Strang land. 

Crossing the drive at the Cetitennial.—How the 
strong-minded woman crosses, 
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On the road to the Centennial,—A practical woman who adapts ncrsclf to circumstances. 

“Polly voo Fransay V aaid Jones, with a win¬ 
ning smile. 

“Ah! oni, oni, monsieur. Knives to grind, 
moester ?” and a dark flush stained the swarthy 
cheek of the Frenchman through the dirt, and 
his dull eye lighted up as if the familiar words 
had brought him a vision of his beautiful France 
beyond the seas, or as though his soul had 
caught a breath of perfume from the waving 
fields of fair Lorraine. The next moment he 
kind of shiverod, and spit wearily into one of 
Jones’s overshoes. 

Jones straightened himself up, and began . 
“ Combeean vooly voo — ah —■ ah — charger 

moi-” 
“ Ah, mon Dieu 1 Vat you mean by dat, eh ?” 
Jones tried again: 
“Combeean—how much, you know—charger 

moi—me, I, pour—pour—sharpener mon knife?” 
“Oh! sacre damn I The Devil and Tom 

Walker! vat you go to say?” cried the excited 
FroDchman, in an ecstasy of impatience and 
bewilderment. 

Jones was thoroughly discomfited; ho was 
angry at ^having hie Ollendorf so misconstrued, 
and his French thrown back on his hands in such 
a Btyie. So he said severely: 

“You a Frenchman? Why, you don’t under¬ 
stand the language ; you are an impostor.” 

“Vat 1 me? I? an impostare? Nevare shall 
I take dat, you see. You onerstand do French? 
Ahl but yes 1 I wi'l gife you blows of de feest 
and you cm charger them in your ledgare, vat 
you call itl An impostare, bo gar I” And tho 
belligerent knife-grinder danced about tho office, 
upsotting tables and chairs, and treating Jones 
to the most approved specimens of fisticuff, as 
practiced by Bazaino’s army in Metz ; and all tho 
while he kept up a running fire of interrogatories 
made up of Jones’s vocabulary : 

“Sacre blue I I vill sharpener your nose, and 
it shall cost you nodings. Combien will you wish 
to bare? How you like dis style of do French, 
eh? Oh, damn!” 

Two or three customers entering at this mo¬ 
ment were amazed to behold a couplo of figures 
wildly gyrating about amid a cloud of dust, 
papers, and the choicest North Carolina and 
Parisian oaths all jumbled up together. 

The combatants were separated, the knife- 
grinder being placed in an inverted position on 

the curbstone, while Jones went to leveling the 
hills and filling up the waste places in his 
countenance with raw beef, vinegar, and brown 
paper. 

And as the Fronchman took up his burden and 
wearily plodded over Haymount toward the set¬ 
ting sun, he carried as souvenirs Jones’s new hat 
and six-bladed pocket-knife 

Appraising the Paternal Carcass 

Much of the current gossip of the day about 
town turns upon executions, hanging-bees, and 

hemp matinees. 
Apropos of this subject, Judge Borden tells a 

story, which he vouches for as true, and which 
will bear repeating. 

A few years since the Judge was presiding over 
the trial of a man charged with committing 
murder by the use of poison. The trial took 
place at a small town not far Irom Fort Wayne, 
Indiana. 

The jury had been out some time, and as tho 
evidence was very conclusive against the de¬ 
fendant, the general impression was that tho 
jury would find him guilty, an 1 affix the death 
penalty. 

While the twelve good and lawful men were yet 
deliberating upon the verdict, a lad, about fifteen 
years of age, called upon Judge Borden at his 
hotel, when tho following conversation ensued : 

“ You are Judge Borden, aren’t you?” 
“ Yes, my eon. What do you want ?” 
“Well, my name is-; I am a son of 

the man who is being tried for murder.” 
“ Aha, and what can I do for you ?” 
“ Won’t you have control of my father’s body 

after he is hung?’ 
“Well, my son, why do you think your father 

is going to be hung?” 
“Because every one says ho ought to bo.’ 
“ Do you think he ought to ?” 
“No, sir, I don’t. But if he is, aud I guess ho 

will bo, I want you to give mo the body.’ 
“Well,” said the Judge, touched with this 

apparent instance of filial devotion, “ what will 
yon do with tho body if you get it?” 

“Why, sir, two doctors in this town arc going 
to give me forty dollars for it.” 

The Judge wilted, and tho lad retired, sati fitd 
that he had gained his point. 

Domestic Bankruptcy- 

An Episode of the Habd Times—Money Tight 
and Husbands Ditto. 

He had been telling her for weeks past that 
times were tight, money scaroe, bankruptcy stalk¬ 
ing abroad through the land, and so forth, and 
she had consented to the discharge of the nurse- 
girl and up-stairs girl, and had wheedled the 
cook into doing tho general housework. 

That wasn’t enough. 
He came home one night, and Baid he was 

going to discharge tho hostler, that money had 
gone up to thirty per cent., that ho couldn’t 
afford to carry' his life insurance any longer, that 

On the road to the Centennial.—There is nothing like a husband, he is so handy. 
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OBEYING ORDERS.—SCENE AT A PHILADELPHIA HOUSE 

Indignant Chambermaid—“ What do you mean, *»>• ? Let go of me !" 
Guest—“7 must do it. The notice says, ‘Press the chambermaid twice,' and I must obey the rates 

of the house." 

she mustn’t asls for any moro new clothes for a 
year. 

She went over the house and pinched expenses 
down again, and things ran along until the other 
day, when ho remarked : 

“ We’ve got to reduce still further or bust.” 
She was pondering over his remarks late that 

evening when he came home. He was so long 
getting his overcoat off that she went into the 
hall. He gave the coat one awful jerk just then 
and fell over. 

“What on earth ails you ?” she exclaimed, as 
she tried to help him up. 

“Nozzing,” he replied. 
As he got up she peered into his face. The 

fact was as plain as if it had been written on a 
whitewashed fence with tar. 

“You are drunk 1” she said, as she drew back. 
He gazed at her without replying. 
“Here you’ve been yelling ‘reduce 1 reduce!’ 

all Winter, and while I am trying to reduce you 
go and get drunk! You’d better reduce your 
whisky I” 

“Vi said anyzing ’oout rejuce ?” ho asked. 
“Yes, you have 1” 
“Whaz want rejuce for?” 
“Only to-day you said we’d cither have to re¬ 

duce ar bust.” 
“ Di say zat ?” 
“Yes, you did.” 
“ Well, ju rejuce ?” 
“No; how conld I?” 
“Zen, didn’t I bust?” 

Mistaken Identity 

A commercial traveler from Louisville was 
riding through a desolate and sparsely settlod 
region in the State of Louisiana, recently, when 
ho observed a native sitting on a rail fence, with 
a shotgun in his hand and a pack of hounds 
around him. It was the first human face he had 
seen for several hours, and lie rode up and ac¬ 
costed him. 

“I’ve got you now,” and the Louisianian, lev¬ 
eling his shotgun on the stranger. 

“ Hold on, sir,” cried the traveler; “ what are 
you doing?” 

“Give back my money 1” 
“You must be mistaken; I have no money of 

yours.” 
“Come to time, you white-livered scoundrel! 

You can’t swindle me that way.” 
“My dear sir, I never swindled you in my life. 

I never saw you before.” 
“That’s too thin. You’ve got to square up 

now or take the consequences.” 
“But, sir, how, when or where did I ever 

swindle you?” 
“ Why, yen cheeky, swindling scoundrel! didn’t 

you sell me common willows for fine fruit-trees? 
Don’t you call that swindling ?” 

“My dear sir, I never sold you a tree of any 
sort in my life.” 

“Do yon think I don’t know you? Do you 
think I’d forget you so soon when you had 

swindled mo as yon did ? I’ve a good mind to 
pepper you a little, anyhow.” 

TLe Louisianian brought his shotgun into 
position, and began fooling with the trigger, as 
be demanded: 

“Refund or fight 1” 

The traveler thought matters were coming to 
a crisis, and he hastened to explain. 

“ Sir, you aro mistaken ; I am a whikky man ; 
have been selling whisky for years. Please take 
my card and try my samples.” 

He opened bis traveling companion, drew forth 
a bottle, and offered it in bis politest manner. 

The Louisianian “ wet his whistle ” and seemed 
mollified. Looking up into the liquor man’s 
face, he apologized. 

“Stranger, you've made a narrow escape. Yon 
carry too good a quality of liquor for a mean 
man ; but when you first roc’e up, I would have 
sworn you were the swindling scoundrel who sold 
mo the willows for fruit-trees. He was a villain¬ 
ous scoundrel, and you look as much like him as 
two peas.” 

The traveler acknowledged the compliment by 
proffering another “sample,” and considered 
himself lucky in being allowed to depart with a 
whole body after his satisfactory explanation that 
ho wasn’t a fruit-tree man. 

The Man with the Diamonds. 

Such a sight may never be seen in Detroit 
again—twelve diamond pins artistically arranged 
on apiece.of white card-board—twelvo glittering, 
glistening, sparkling, resplendent diamonds, not 
one of which would have looked out of place on 
the shirt-front of Duke Alexis. 

The diamond merchant was not a young man ; 
neither was he old and broken dowD. He was 
just about old enough to sell diamonds, and jnst, 
about seedy enough to mako folks beliovo he 
wou’d discount a thousand dollars on each 
precious stone for the sake of obtaining cash 
down. 

Ho first tackled the special policeman at tho 
Central Depot. He held np the card, flashed tho 
twelve diamonds in the officer's eyos, and sweetly 
said ; 

“You aro a noble-looking man. I’ve visited 
tho principal cities of Europe and Africa, and I 
never saw a more noble-looking officer than yon 
are. There is only one thing lacking—you should 
bavo one of these diamonds.” 

“ Can’t afford it,” replied the officer, feeling to 
see if the lone two-dollar bill in his watch-pocket 
was safe. 

“These diamonds are being sold by all first- 
class jewelers at five hundred dollars each,” 
whispered the man ; “ but I tell you what I’ll do. 
I took ’em on a chattol mortgage, and I’ll lot you 
have one for twenty-five dollars.” 

“Snide,” replied the officer, as he examinod 
them. 

“Snide I Dear me, but I thought you wero a 
keen, sharp fellow. Go with mo to a jeweler, and 
if he denies that these aro diamonds of the first 
water I’ll give you the whole twelve.” 

The officer couldn't buy. The man came down 
to five dollars, and at last dropped to two, but it 
was Saturday, and a policeman loves chicken for 
his Sunday dinner. 

There were tv great many hackmen around the 
depo*. The stranger went out among themi 
selec ing one whose make-up betokened good 
taste, and drawing him away from the rest, ho 
asked : 

“ Yon wouldn’t go hack on a poor mm, would 
yon ?” 

“ Never,” was the earnest reply. 
“ He e’s some diamonds I stole in Paris,” 

whispered the stranger, as ho pulkd out tho 
card. “I’m hard up, and will sell one or tar.” 

The hackman gaz -d at the jewels for a minute, 
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" I.ET THE TOAST GO ROUND.” 

Good Templar—“ Very warm, coachman. Have a drop ?" 
Coachman—“Thank ye, sir. (Drinks.) Auch ’ oh, murder ! 1'm poisoned ! 
Good Templar—“Only toast and water’’ 

What's that 

banded them back, and began to unbutton hie 
overcoat. 

“You havo had a good bringing up," whis¬ 
pered tho stranger, “and you can wear one of 
those diamonds and bo consistent. There are 
men in D“-” 

“I’ll hart you if you don’t go away,’’ growled 
tbehackman. 

“ As I said, I stole these diamonds in Paris, and 
l’vo got to part with one or two to pay current 
espouses,” continued tho peddler. 

“ You koep right away, or i’ll mako a sand-bar 
of your nose?” replied the hackm id. “ When I 
want a dollar diamond I’ll whittle one out of 
basswood!” 

“A dollar diamond! Basswood 1 Whittle! 
Is there no taste in Detroit?” 

Tho hackman rushed at tho peddler, and the 
poddler had to leave tlie neighborhood of tho 
depot. Ho went over lo where a city expressman 
sat on hia sleigh, waiting for a job, and such a 
soft, tender, pio-plantish smile as ho Bmiled 

would almost make cabbage-plants sprout in 
January. 

“It isn't very often that one sees a man of 
your stylish look driving an express wagon,” 
remarked the stranger. 

“ Take your trunk up, sir?” asked the driver; 
“any part of the city ror fifty cents.” 

“Your looks go to show that you once moved 
in high circles,” continued the stranger, “ aud I 
have no doubt that you onco wore one of these.” 

“Ahl those are beauties,” said tho driver, aB 
ho saw tho card ot diamonds. 

“Guess they are beauties. One of them on 
your shirt-front would look well.” 

“It would that.” 
“And, owing to the way I got hold of ’em, I 

can eel) you one cheap. I found ’em on the 
street in New York City, where a thief dropped 
cm, and I’m hard up, and will sell you one almost 
at your own price.”. 

“And I must have one,” replied the driver. 
“ Do you warrant ’em real diamonds?” 

“ Of coarse I dc.” 
“ And the pin is gold?” 
“ Pure gold, sir.” 
“ And you want how much ?” 
“ Well,” whispered tho stranger, as ho looked 

all round, “if you won't blow on me, I'll let you 
bavo one for seven dollars.” 

“Seven dollars!” yelled the driver; “do you 
think I can Gnd food for a horse and nine children, 
and pay rent, and buy clothes, and spend seven 
dollars for a diamond ? Why, I can buy diamonds 
tor two shillings! ” 

“Oh, no, you can't. If I wasn’t hard up I 
wouldn’t sell one of these for less than five hun¬ 
dred dolare.” 

“Ilavon’t I driven an express wagon in Detroit 
for fourteen years? Don’t I know the price of 
diamonds? Wasn’t I in the army for thr. e long 
years ? I’ll give you twenty cents, and no more.” 

“1c mkln’t do that.” 
“Then loavo me alone, you swindler you! I 

believe you came hero to steal my horse- 
blanket.” 

The two had a fight. It was a one-sided fight. 
The stranger had bis head jammed into the 
snow, and his breath shut off, and when he got 
up his twelve diamonds wero missing. 

Although valued at Bix thousand dollars, he did 
not stop to look for them, but with thumb and 
finger downbehind his coat-collar to pull out tho 
lumps of snow, ho mado haste to be somewhere 
else. Tho driver borrowed a pin to take the 
place of a shirt-button, and feelingly remarked: 

“ When they runs diamonds up abovo twenty- 
five emits, they touch a tender chord in every 
poor man’s heart.” 

-<i — ii-- 

Taking Thera Down. 
The following good story is related by a sub¬ 

marine diver, now a resident of Norwich, Conn ; 
While performing some work for Uncle Sam in 

one of the Southern ports, where it was custom¬ 
ary for those who supplied the market with early 
garden truck to load tbeir boats and row them 
around to the wharf, it happened one day that a 
burly negro loaded his boat with watermelons, 
and bad just reached the dock, whero the usual 
number of loungers stood watching the operations 
of the diver. 

Tho negro, all nnconscions of his situation, was 
zealously endeavoring to dispose of his cargo, 
wbon Fuller suddenly emerged, helmet first, from 
the water, thrusting his goggle-eyes and ugly 
head before the astonished occupant of tho boat, 
and seizing one of the largest of the melons, 
sank immediately. 

The darkov, with a yell and bound, reached tho 
dock, and neither stopped nor turned until ho 
arrived home with the tidings that “do debble 
had 'fiscatod his m-lons, and was takiu’ um 
down.” 

-oo»- 

An Old-time Adventure with 
Pirates. 

In an old book we find the following narrative of 
a passenger who tells his adventures on a voyage 
to Manilla : 

“ Our galleon, the Santa Maria, was of the largest 
size, and was freighted with a most valuable cargo 
and a great amount in Spanish gold and silver coin¬ 
age. When we had been a few hours at sea, and 
everything had been got into working order, our 
captain, Don Miguel Cervantes, informed me that 
there were eleven ladies and seven gentlemen pas¬ 
sengers on hoard, and that some of them were very 
wealthy, and had large sums of money with them. 
He gave me to understand also that the ship was 
short of hands, as a number of his men had deserted 
before he left port, although he professed himself 
satisfied with the circumstance, inasmuch as the 
fellows were almost to a man half-castes, who were 
always quarreling with the Spanish portion of the 
crew, and were not to be trusted over far in any 
case of emergency. 

“ On our second day out, and with the land still 
in view, we encountered such perplexing headwinds, 
that we scarcely could hold our own against them, 
although the sea was not running high. Toward 
evening some of the ladies and gentlemen came on 
deck, when for the first time I caught a glimpse of 
the beautiful Seiiorita Donna Maria Vallejos, one of 
the most lovely young Spaniards that I had ever 
laid my eyes on. 

“ I could perceive without much difficulty that 
she was an object of intense admiration to one of 
the gentlemen who stood beside her and her lovely 
companions, and I thought that she was not alto¬ 
gether indifferent to him ; for I observed that, when¬ 
ever she looked up at him from where she was 
seated, a light played upon her exquisite features, 
which could proceed but from her heart only. And. 
in truth, no wonder that she shcmld have been cap¬ 
tivated by the young Senor Hernando Velasquez, 
for most assuredly, so far as his external appear¬ 
ance might recommend him, he was well worthy of 
her love. 

“I became interested at once in the handsome 
and prepossessing young couple, who, as 1 subse¬ 
quently learned, were distantly related to each 
other, and were now on their way to the Philippine' 
to join their family, after having just completed their 
education at Acapulco, where some of their triends, 
who were all-powerful with the court of Spain, re¬ 
sided, and held high positions. 

“As night began to close about us, the wind, in¬ 
stead of falling, increased sensibly, as though we 
were in for a real gale. Everything was close- 
stowed, and our guns, which were in positios, lashed 
in such a manner as prevented their being shitted 
by the rolling of the vessel, which soon heciimc 
troublesome, and sent those below who had not yet 
got their ‘ sea-legs.’ 

“ 1 was an old sailor, and, as I wished to keep my 
eye on the weather, I remained on deck. During 
the evening the captain kept overhauling from time 
to time with his glass a suspicious-looking cralt that 
had been beating tip to windward, and had evi¬ 
dently made more headway than we had, lor she 
had already gained a point from which she could 
drop down upon us without the slightest difficulty. 
And this the captain believed was her intention, a9 
he intimated to me that the distance between her 
and the galleon seemed to be srradually diminishin g 
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“As T had long been aware that a number of the 
most desperate and daring pirates infested the 
coast, this was no very agreeable intelligence ; nor 
was its import lessened in any degree when a short 
time afterward I perceived him consulting with his 
officers, and heard him givo orders to examine the 
guns, and see that they were all shotted. After this 
the crew were summoned alt, where he addressed 
them to the effect that he suspected the vessel on 
our weather-beam, and that the ship must be at 
once cleared for action, and every man stand under 
arms until his suspicions were either verified or set 
completely at rest. 

"There were still four or five half-castes among 
the hands, and as the captain gave his orders I 
noticed that they exchanged glances with each 
other. Of this I apprised him, when he informed 
me that he had observed the circumstance, and had 
so disposed of the scoundrels that, in case of an 
attack, they should be powerless. For so far, how¬ 
ever, I was the only passenger made aware of the 
captain’s suspicions, and as the confidence placed 
in me kept me alive to all that was transpiring 
around me, I determined to remain upon deck until 
the character of the stranger was thoroughly re¬ 
vealed. 

" There was no moon, and, as it approached the 
hour of midnight, I observed that the wind, which 
had been blowing fresher and fresher for hours, had 
fallen suddenly, and—what was more inexplicable 
still—had chopped completely round during a briet 
tempest of lightning, thunder and rain. With the 
winds at such cross-purposes, the sea became ter¬ 
ribly broken up; but nearly all hands being on deck 
at their various posts, the vessel was soon able to 
answer her helm under this new phase of the ele¬ 
ments, which after all was a little in our favor. It 
iv»c now about one o’clock, when the captain, who 
had been keeping a sharp lookout in the quarter of 
the stranger, directed my attention to a dark mass 
that appeared to be moving close under our lee. 

“ There he is,” he whispered to me, as he sud¬ 
denly disappeared form my side to give some order. 
“And,” he continued, returning instantly, “he will 
attempt to board us, if he happens to be what I 
take him for.” 

“ He will scarcely venture to lower a boat in such 
a sea as this,” I returned, “ but may keep us com¬ 
pany until it becomes calmer; for the wind from 
this new quarter is not by any means so violent as it 
was before it changed.” 

“You may be correct,” returned the officer; 
“ but, come when (he may, he shall find us ready. 
I do not,” he continued, “ like to alarm my passen¬ 
gers needlessly, else 1 should make them aware of 
my suspicions; for, after all, I may possibly be 
mistaken as to the character of this craft.” 

“ In conversation such as this the night passed 
slowly away, and the day had already begun to 
dawn upon a less agitated sea, when, through the 
dim light, we discovered the stranger sailing close 
alongside, and with what we were almost certain 

was a black flag flying at his masthead. His decks 
were crowded with men, as we could discern in the 
growing light. This clearly ascertained, all hands— 
as a mere matter of routine—were piped to quar¬ 
ters ; for already our ship had been cleared for 
action, as just observed. 

“ Scarcely, however, had the summons gone forth, 
when the whole sea about us seemed to have sud¬ 
denly taken fire, and the next instant there was a 
terrible crash which brought down one of our yard¬ 
arms and strewed our decks with the dead and the 
dying! We returned the broadside with a cheer, 
but without effect, for the priming of some of the 
guns had evidently been tampered with. 

“ The confusion that now ensued was beyond 
description. The gentlemen and ladies, half-dressed, 
rusiied up the companionway ; but the captain, 
with great coolness, ordered the latter down again, 
while telling the former that their presence would 
only embarrass the working of the snip and operate 
in favor of the pirate. 

“At the mere name ‘pirate,’ the ladies fell back 
in horror, some fainting, and others beseeching 

their friends not to leave their side, while they clung 
to them in an agony of white-lipped despair. 

“Another broadside from the corsair, and down 
came some of our sails and rigging with the noise 
of thunder, and again sad havoc was made among 
the crew; while, to make matters worse, the cap¬ 
tain was severely wounded. This was followed by 
a loud cheer from the enemy, who, seeing us dis 
abled, were now beginning to' lower their boats. 

“ It was at this juncture that I observed two men 
at my side, engaged in what appeared to me a 
death-struggle. I was surprised lor a moment, but 
on looking again I—to my utter astonishment—per¬ 
ceived young Seiior Velasquez, who would persist 
in commg on deck, in close quarters with a half- 
caste, who was endeavoring to stab him with a 
dirk. I saw in a moment how the case stood; the 
few half-castes had mutinied, and were now openly 
lighting on the side or the pirate, who seemed to 
have it all his own way. At a single bound I struck 
the fellow senseless and relieved the seiior, who 
seemed to have more of the tiger in him than 1 
could have anticipated : for, no sooner had his 
antagonist fallen, than he leaped forward toward 
me, exclaiming: 

“ 1 IjGt us fight and die together, if necessary, for 
the ladies.’ 

“ I took his hand without a word, and turning 
once more to where the pirate kept hovering, we 
oerceived at least a dozen boats crowded with 
derce-looking men, armed to the teeth, and all 
making for the galleon. With a heroism the most, 
■mequaled, our captain stood to his post and gave 
his orders; while the crew, who still numbered 
about three hundred, perceiving that it was now to 
be a hand-to-hand struggle for life, seemed suddenly 
resolved to contest every inch of plank to the last 
drop of their blood—the half-castes having been 
already ironed and prevented from doing further 
mischief; for it was they who had tampered with 
the guns, and who had besides wounded some of 
their Spanish messmates. 

“It was now broad daylight, and we perceived 
with the utmost clearness that the sails of the pirate 
were absolutely made of damask, and that his 
cordage was possibly composed of silk! His ship 
also was very large, and seemingly well appointed. 

“As the boats advanced lie covered them with his 
fire, while our crew, so long as they could bring 
their guns to bear upon the intending boarders, 
played away upon them, but with little effect! 
Seiior Valasquez, who still stood by my side, firing 
upon the nearest of the boats with a handsome gun 
which he had brought with him, pointed out to me 
a tall man in the bow of the boat nearest to us, and 
desired mo to mark him. I did so, and the next 
moment saw him drop dead amid the shouts and 
execrations of his crew. 

“ Our vessel was rolling greatly from the sea and 
other causes, and as our guns dipped toward the 
advancing fleet, a broadside of small-shot was 
poured into them with such destructive and unex- 

The servants of 1876. — We're off to the Centennial. 
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Scene at a Philadelphia hotel.—How unexperienced waiters serve at the table. 

pccted effect, that they were thrown into terrible 
confusion. On they came, nevertheless, until within 
a few hundred yards of us, when we again saluted 
them with a volley, that wrought terrible devasta¬ 
tion amongst them once more, and caused great 
commotion on board the pirate, who was now afraid 
to fire low enough to sweep our decks. Cutlass and 
pistol in hand, we now stood ready to a man to 
meet them ; for already they were climbing up the 
sides of the galleon, like so many fiends, with fury 
in their eyes and the thirst of blood and vengeance 
in their hearts. 

“ Pouring in upon us fore and aft, as well as mid¬ 
ships, we received them in a manner that must have 

—cbrised them; for on our own decks we appeared 
eacuTcf be endowed with the strength of ten men. 
Valasquez performed prodigies of valor, literally 
heaping up mounds of dead wherever lie moved, as 
did the other gentlemen, who had joined us when 
they found wc were to be boarded. I knew what 
nerved his arm, and fought well because of it my¬ 
self. Among the pirates the captain recognized 
many of the half-castes who deserted, all of whom 
perished ; they being special objects of vengeance 
and abhorrence. Though sorelv pressed, itsoon be¬ 
gan to dawn upon us that the uay should ultimately 
be ours; and buoyed up witli this conviction, we 
rushed once more to the attack with redoubled 
vigor. The decks were drenched with blood, and 
the pirates were beginning to give way, when a 
crash, as if h :aven and earth had been dashed to 
pieces, caused both assailants and the assailed to 
pause in stupelled amazement. For a moment the 
sky was d irkened, and a few fragments of some 
dark material fell upon our vessel with a loud noise, 
while for an instant the sea boilo.. about us. We 
looked in the direction from which the terrific peal 
came. A cloud of smoke seemed to envelop the 
pirate. The wind speedily carried it toward the 
shore. There was no vessel to be seen in any di¬ 
rection! The corsair had blown up ! And the pi¬ 
rates, now perceiving what had occurred, were 
scrambling over our gunwale or jumping into the 
sea to regain their boats that had been kept along¬ 
side. We gave them a parting salute which thinned 

their numbers; but, having enough to do with our 
own dead and wounded, we turned to with a view 
to getting the galleon in a condition to return to 
port, which was not more than forty or fifty miles 
astern of us. This we managed to do without a 
reat deal of difficulty, and with the pleasant 
nowledge that not a single soul of the passengers 

received a scratch, and that the captain’s wound, 
although severe, was not likely to prove very se¬ 
rious.'’ 

Here ends the narrative of this writer, who in¬ 
forms us that the galleon was soon again ready for 
sea, and that she, with the very same passengers, 
reached the Philipines in safety. 

Did He Propose? 

It was midnight. The young man bad fare- 
welled himself out, and Emelino had locked the 
door and was untying her shoes, when hor mother 
came down-stairs with a bed-quilt around her, 

and said : 

“Wanted to creep up-stairs without my hear¬ 
ing you, oh ? Didn’t think I know it was an hour 
after midnight, did you ?” 

The girl had no reply, and the mother con¬ 

tinued : 
“Did he propose this time ?” 
“Why, mother!” exolaimed the daughter. 
“You can ‘why, mother’all you want to, but 

don’t I know that he has been coming here for 
the last yoar? Dou’t I know that you’ve borne up 

at least four tons of coal courting around here?” 

Tho girl got her shoes off, and the mother 
6tood in the stair-door and asked : 

“Emeline, have you got any grit?’’ 

“I guoss so.” 
“I guess you haven’t. I just wish that a feller 

with false teeth and a mole on his chin would 
come sparking me. Do you know what would 
happen, Emeline?” 

“No.” 
“ Well, I’ll tell you. He'd come to t mo in sixty 

days, or he’d get out of this mansion liko a goat 
jumping for sunflower seeds.” 

Emeline went to bed to reflect over it. 

-n —n- 

Conkling, 

The following is from the Sun : 

The Ilei-ald's been making a dreadful dDphy 
Of its efforts in trying to find out a way 
To discover a rhyme for our Senator’s name, 
And at last is compelled to abandon the game. 
Jim Bennett, in some things, is honest and 

manly, 
For example—in sending to Africa Stanley, 
Where he Livingstone found in a very short 

while, 
Though he did not discover the source of tho Nile. 
But the IleraUVs endeavors, tho’ perfectly lawful 
To find rhymes for Conkling are perfectly awful; 
For the name is like silver which cannot be 

rhymed to; 
'Tis a height that no poet has hitherto olimbod to' 
But ’tis easy enough to one that knows how, 
’Tis as simple as kissing or milking a oow ; 
Just see how easily the thing can be done, 
And confess there is one new thing under the 

Sun. 
Let Ro8coe come first, then add the C 
0, N, K, L, I, N, G, 
And there is our Senator’s name and the rymo. 
Perfect and proper tho very first time. 



Getting on board the steamers.—The jam going to the 
Centennial. 

At supper—A little more jam. The bridal chamber. 

Mr. Perkins receives an application of powder to his face, 
without heightening the delicacy of his complexion. 

They retire in the midst of discords, and arc obliged to stuff 
their ears with cotton. 

And are compelled ever after to converse by means of speaking 
trumpets. 
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A Surprised Party. 
One evening, recently, the friends of a married 

couple living ia Easton determined to give them 
a surprise party. To this end, twelve couples o f 
Young ladies and gentlemen, with well-filled 
baskets, mado their appearance before the house 
about nine o’clock. 

As they came up to the door, they saw the gen¬ 
tleman standing in the alkeyway with his overcoat 
on, smoking a cigar, and the parlor was all 
lighted up. This struck them as rather singular, 
but the leader grabbed the door-knob, and they 
all rnshed hilariously in. 

The gas was burning brightly, and six digni¬ 
fied old ladies wore sitting around the stove, look¬ 
ing as solemn as grand inquisitors. 

“Oh, my 1 where’s Mattio, shouted one ex¬ 
uberant young woman, setting her basket on the 
piano. 

“She’s up-stairs,’’ said an old lady, looking 
over her spectacles with solemn acrimony. 

“ Let’s have her down!” screamed half a dozen 
girls in chorus as they made a broak for the hall- 

“Here, girls, girls, don’t you go up therel’ 
and the old ladies made hasty attempts to check 
the proposed raid. 

“ Why, what on earth’s the matter here, any¬ 
how?” inquired the impatient darlings. 

“ Well, I believe it’s a boy.” 
“Oh, let’s go!” and that company of nice 

young men and women molted away like a soap- 
bubble in a hurricane, and the girls never 
stopped for beaux or baskets, but just Btuffed 
their handkerchiefs in their mouths to hold their 
breath down till they were safe behind their own 
doors, and now not a girl in the Sixth Ward 
knows where Mattie lives. 

A Relic Purchaser. 
The following is given as an actual occurrence: 

An Eastern excursionist, sauntering up a street 
in Topeka, KaD., when a voter approached him. 
The following dialogue and the result of it took 
place: 

Topeka—“Much acquainted in the city?” 
E.—“Not much; just come in.” 
T.—“Come in.” 
E.—“ All right.” 
The two men went into rather a demure-looking 

building. The Topeka voter commenced 10 talk. 
He told tho excursionist that there was much to 
see in that city. 

“ You wouldn’t think,” he went on to say, 
“ that wo ship relics from hero to the London 
Zoological Garden?” 

“No 1” 
“ Yes ; if you would like to see some, I’ll show 

>—dem.” 
“ Why, cert.” 
The Topeka voter showed some infinitieimal 

things, which, he Baid, would, when placed under 
a microscope, reveal a thousand things. 

“ How much for haif-cozen ?’’ 
“ Are you an excursionist?” 
“Sure!" 
“Then, to you, five dollars.” 
“ Wrap ’em np." 
“They were wrapped, and the excursionist 

took the package and put it in his pocket. 
He sat near the stove on the train. The pack¬ 

age came open. Ho felt something crawl. He 
slapped bis hands on his coat and caught one. 
Ho held it up to the light. He caught another 
and another and another. Ho said to himself : 

“ That’s a b—1 of a relic, that is 1” 
And he went on the platform and emptied his 

pockets. As he did so that same Topeka voter 
faced him in the dark. He drew toward the ex¬ 
cursionist, and whispered : 

“You ought to have put ’em on ice; grass¬ 
hopper eggs hatch quick when in a warm place.” 

The excursionist turned np bis nose in disgust, 
and the train thundered on. 
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